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Being Known is Being Loved 


by DeathSoundsDecent 


Peter has grown used to the days as a HYDRA prisoner. It involves mostly staring at the 

other side of the cell, being tortured or experimented on, and meeting the other prisoners 

that pass through, most of whom only last a few days. This all changes when Tony Stark 

becomes his new cell mate and Tony does his best to break down Peter's walls. Both start 
on a journey of escape and recovery, but they can't always take this journey together. 


Notes 


"There's something in us that is very much attracted to madness. Everyone who looks of the 
edge of a tall building has felt at least a faint, morbid urge to jump." -Stephen King, The 
Ballad of the Flexible Bullet 


The Ballad of the Flexible Bullet 


Peter couldn't remember the last time he had seen sunlight. His cell had a lamp that was supposed 
to mimic sunlight, but it had burned out a few days ago and no one had mentioned it. He thought 
about bringing it up to the guards, but with his enhanced senses the bright light was more of a 
nuisance anyway. 


So now Peter sat in his dark cell and relied on his cellmates to tell him what day it was. 


Peter estimated that he had been with HYDRA for about two years. With multiple failed attempts 
at recreating the super soldier serum, they decided that targeting young mutants would be more 
efficient. Peter had been going out at night in some old sweatpants to try to stop some local crime. 
With his new found spider abilities he figured he could do some good for his neighborhood 
without getting into too much trouble. He told himself if he just stuck to petty crimes and never 
showed the extent of his abilities he would be fine. 


He was wrong. 


HYDRA had seen a YouTube video of him stopping a car from hitting a school bus and 
immediately targeted him. After discovering his identity through security cameras and facial 
recognition they made quick work of plotting his kidnapping. They got into his apartment and 
subdued him with five times the amount of Succinylcholine that any human could survive. They 
had assumed that his super strength was linked to a super metabolism, just like it was with Steve 
Rogers and Bucky Barnes. Luckily May was at work and to the best of his knowledge was still 
alive. 


Oh god, May. He hoped that she was alive. He knew that she would be distraught, especially after 
losing Ben only a year before. But Peter couldn't dwell on her too long. Doing so only made him 
sad, and any emotion in here was weakness. So he stayed apathetic. 


He did not talk back. He did not attack the guards. He did not talk to fellow prisoners. He did not 
have any false hope, or any hope at all for that matter. 


Peter Parker simply kept existing. 


"Widow, status update" 
"Heading towards the West perimeter, be there in two minutes, Cap." 


Some of the Avengers had been called into Boston to handle a couple of mutants that had decided 
to go after sensitive information in the MIT labs. Steve, Natasha, and Clint were sent. Only a few 
were needed to handle the breech, secure the information, and restrain the mutants so that the 
police could take them into holding. Altogether it was an easy mission that shouldn't take much 
time. 


"Hey do you think we can find Tony's yearbook while we're here? I could use some good 
blackmail for the next time he catches me using my bow in the common room." 


"Do you really think that isn't already online? You can basically track Tony's life through editions 
of People magazine so theres no shortage of photos. If you want real blackmail buy Rhodey a 
bottle of whiskey on his next visit." 


"Good point, Tash." 


"I am headed into the lab on the upper level. And please, keep chatter to a minimum on the comms 
its bad enough when Tony does it." 


Steve could hear someone in the lab. He gripped the door handle and his shield and pushed the 
door open. Flames immediately rushed at him as he raised his shield to cover his upper torso. He 
could feel the heat on his legs, but the suit Tony made him protected him from any real harm. 
Steve dove to the right where he could hide behind one of the lab benches. 


"I have one hostile in the upper lab. Has the ability to shoot flames." 
"Copy, we have another hostile down here." 


As Steve listened to Natasha's reply he scanned his surroundings. A red sticker marked where the 
fire extinguisher was held. He readjusted his shield, stood, and threw it directly at the man. 
Without looking to see if his shield made contact, he lunged forward and grabbed the extinguisher. 
As he turned around, the man sent more flames his way; however, Steve was able to get the 
extinguisher up and pull the clip. The spray was enough for him to get close to the man and bring 
him to the ground. With his hands behind his back in special cuffs designed to cover both hands 
entirely, the man was subdued. He kept struggling, but without use of his powers he didn't stand a 
chance against Steve. Steve simply grabbed his shoulder, turned him around, and started pushing 
him towards the door. 


"Cap, we are clear on the lower levels. Clint is bringing the hostile down to meet police. Need any 
backup?" 


"No, hostile is secure. 1 am coming down now." 


Steve headed towards the elevator, pushing the man in front of him and keeping a hand clasped on 
his shoulder. Just as the elevator reached the ground floor his comm beeped twice, signaling that 
someone besides Clint and Natasha was trying to reach him. Steve reached up and hit his comm 
twice. 


"Go ahead." 

"There is a high risk security breech at the tower. Please return immediately." 

"Shit, FRIDAY do you have eyes on the breech? Which floor?" 

"Level 92 was breeched, all security cameras above that floor have been compromised." 


Steve rushed towards the police to hand the man off. Without listening to police telling him to fill 
out the paperwork, he headed towards Clint and Natasha. 


"Security breech at the tower, we need to go now." 


It was an attestment to their training that they didn't even question him. Both ran to the jet. Clint 
went towards the pilot's seat and got the jet ready for takeoff as Natasha headed towards the back 
to look more into the breech. She immediately accessed FRIDAY for information. 


"FRIDAY, what do we know?" 


"At 13:07 today a breech into our systems was noticed. A hacker took down the security cameras 
on and above the 92nd floor and blocked my communication. At 13:09 a physical breech was 


detected on the 92nd floor, but I was unable to warn anyone in the building. That is when I 
contacted Captain Rogers. I still have no access to those floors, but I do not detect any unusual 
activity on the lower floors. It seems as though no one on those floors is aware of the breech." 


"Who was present on floors 92-101 before you lost contact?" 


"There were four interns and Bruce Banner on 92, Dr. Cho and three of her staff on 94, and Sir was 
in his workshop on 99. No other personnel were present." 


Steve looked at Natasha. "You try to make contact with Bruce and Tony to warn them. I will 
contact Ms. Potts and tell her to pull the fire alarm. This way we can evacuate the building without 
alerting them to the potential threat." 


Natasha nodded and pulled out her cell phone. She dialed Bruce first, but there was no answer. She 
tried Tony, but he also didn't answer. Any calls to the people on those floors, even the emergency 
landlines, all failed. "There must be a jammer, did Pepper answer?" 


Before Steve could tell her that Ms. Potts had answered and had followed his instructions, 
Natasha's phone rang. It was Bruce. 


"Nat?" 


"Bruce, FRIDAY detected a hack in her system and physical breech on floor 92 but she lost contact 
with you guys. Whats happening?" 


"I noticed that FRIDAY had stopped responding and was trying to call Tony before the fire alarm 
went. I sent the interns out of the building, but went upstairs to check on Dr. Cho and Tony." 


"Are they ok?" 
"Dr. Cho and her staff were fine and were headed out." 
Steve stepped closer to the phone. "Tony?" 


Bruce hesitated and Steve looked back up at Natasha. The hesitation confirmed their fears, but 
Steve needed to hear it. 


"He's gone, Steve. Tony's missing." 


Dandelion Wine 


Chapter Notes 


"Some people turn sad awfully young. No special reason, it seems, but they seem 
almost to be born that way. They bruise easier, tire faster, cry quicker, remember 
longer and, as I say, get sadder younger than anyone else in the world. I know, for I'm 
one of them." -Ray Bradbury, Dandelion Wine 


"Holy shit you're just a kid." 
The voice woke him. 
"How old are you, kid?" 


It took him a second to process what the man had said, but when he did it didn't surprise him. Most 
of the time when a new prisoner came through they wanted to know how old he is. This is usually 
either followed by two things: pity or anger. 


He didn't know which was worse. The pity made him feel inferior and weak, and not appearing 
weak was a survival tactic in here. On the other hand, anger usually led to the prisoner yelling at 
the guards or demanding that they let him go. It was like these people got off on their self-sacrifice 
bullshit. In the end any outburst by the other prisoners ended up with Peter getting a few kicks to 
the stomach. That usually shut the prisoners up real quick. 


So yeah, anger wasn't that great either. His preference usually depended on the state of his ribs at 
the time. Today they were only bruised rather than cracked, so he was leaning towards hoping for 
anger. Still not looking at the new guy, he began slowly unfolding his limbs and dragging himself 
back so that he could prop himself up against the wall. He grunted as his ribs shifted, so maybe a 
few were actually cracked. He tipped his head back to rest it against the wall and clipped out, 
"fifteen". 


"Damn HYDRA must be desperate if they are recruiting skinny runts like you." 


This caught Peter's attention. In the two years that he had been here he had never had someone 
mock him after hearing his age. It was refreshing even if it was still rude. For the first time he 
looked over to assess his new cell mate. 


"Holy shit. You're Tony Stark." 
"Yup, you got a name kid?" 


Peter scoffed, names didn't matter at Hydra. You were either branded with a serial code or they 
decided you weren't worth their time and killed you on the spot. Tony Stark would have to learn 
that a name, even one as well known as his, was worthless in here. It was easier to forget it along 
with everything else back at home. 


"QKCS4550" Peter lifted his arm to show the brand, "but you can call me Q for short." 


"How about a real name? You know mine, only seems fair that you tell me yours." 


"Sit in this cell for a few years and then lecture me on fair. Call me Q, or better yet don't call me 
anything." 


Tony's brows drew together and he leaned forward to rest his elbows on his knees. Peter could tell 
he wanted Peter's story, or maybe he just wanted more information on the base and thought 
building a connection would help. But Peter had built a connection in here before and it didn't get 
him very far, and it got his connection six feet under, so he knew to shut up. 


"Shit, you've been here a few years? I'm sorry kid, I'll try to get us out, but I'm going to need some 
information from you." 


And there was the pity, great. 


The only thing worse than all the pity and anger was the hope. The bullshit attitude that with 
enough teamwork they could do anything, like get out of this shit hole. Peter wondered if the 
Captain had rubbed off on Tony. Peter had given up hope a long time ago and he knew that this 
attitude wouldn't last very long. He grinned and leaned back against the wall again. 


"You get us out and you might just get my name." 


Tony had been missing for 27 hours and the Avengers had no leads. Natasha and Clint were 
combing through FRIDAY's code trying to trace the hack or see if they recognized the hacker's 
work. Bruce was looking through Tony's lab for any evidence left behind, but with the lab's 
perpetual messiness anything out of place was hard to identify. After calling Thor, Fury, and 
Rhodey, Steve started to look through recent threats that Tony, Ironman or SI had received. 


There were a lot. 


"Bucky this is ridiculous, Tony receives over fifty death threats a day not even counting ones that 
only threaten harm or defamation. I mean one of the team's leaders is being continuously 
threatened and I didn't even know about it. You should read some of the shit that these people 
write. Who in their right mind sits on their ass and goes after one of the best-" 


"Steve stop. Pacing back and forth and ranting isn't going to bring Tony back. You need to take a 
breath and sit down." 


"You think I don't know that!" 

Bucky didn't reply. He watched Steve close his eyes and breathe out. 
"I'm sorry Buck, I'm just frustrated and-" 

"I know. Sit down." 


Steve sat down on the couch. Bucky could still see the tension stretched across the other man's 
back. Steve brought his hands to his face and pressed them over his eyes. Between the lack of sleep 
and his stress over finding Tony a headache was beginning to form behind his eyes. 


"Maybe you should take a few hours? Get some food and some sleep. The team will keep working 
and you can come back refreshed." Bucky knew that Steve would fight him, but with enough force 
he could get him to back down. "I'll put some pasta on the stove and you take a shower. That and a 


few hours of sleep will do you good." 


"You know I can't do that. Not with him out there." Bucky hated to hear his friend sound so 
defeated. 


"I know you love him Steve, even if you two dumbasses won't admit it, but working yourself to 
exhaustion isn't going to help him. When we find him we all need to be ready to face whatever 
comes at us and we both know you can't be your best without some rest. So go shower and meet 
me in the kitchen in fifteen." 


Steve was still staring at the carpet, but he gave a slight nod. The captain must have been in worse 
shape than Bucky thought to give in that early. Steve pushed himself off the couch and headed to 
the elevator. Bucky watched until the doors closed and then headed towards the communal 
kitchen. He pulled out enough pasta to feed the team because when they found whoever took their 
genius the team needed to be at their best. 


Even the Winter Soldier would take no prisoners. 


Three guards came through the door. They headed straight towards Peter without even looking at 
Tony. Tony saw where they were headed and so he loudly greeted the guards, "morning fellas, 
what can I do for you?" 


Great, Peter thought, now he is going to piss them off. Tony Stark was making his life worse than 
it already was. 


"Stand back from the door, hands against the wall." 


Peter stood and placed his palms on the wall, turning his back to the guards. He glanced over at 
Tony trying to silently urge him to do the same. 


"Listen, I would love to but I don't take advice from a Men in Black crew who can't even hold their 
assault rifles correctly." 


Without hesitating, one of the guards pulled out a taser and shot it at Peter. It struck Peter in his 
lower back and the shock sent him to his knees. The taser was on its highest voltage; high enough 
to make a normal person pass out, but not enough to knock Peter out. Peter got back to his feet 
without ever making a sound. 


"Stand back and hands against the wall. Disobey again and we put a bullet in the kid." 


Tony did what they asked. Two of the guards moved into the cell and grabbed Peter's hands off the 
wall. They cuffed his hands in front of him with what he assumed was vibranium before moving 
him towards the entrance of the cell where the third was waiting for them. Peter did not resist. 


Peter never resisted anymore. 


Just as the boy reached the door, Tony spoke up again. "Hey where are you taking him?! Hey 
assholes, I said-" 


The door slammed shut. Peter didn't really need to be led, he knew where they were going. While 
HYDRA had moved onto capturing and training mutants instead of super soldiers, they still needed 
to recondition him. They led him to a small room with white tile covering the floor and lower half 
of the wall. The rest of the wall was once a light green, but now resembled a dirty grey with water 


stains scattered like a mosaic. When Peter had first seen this room he thought it looked like a cliche 
version of a room in an abandoned mental hospital. He might have even laughed when he first saw 
it. But now when he sees it he only feels his anxiety creeping up his throat and then pain, 
excruciating pain. 


Peter was led to the back of the room first. They always began by whipping and beating him. They 
thought that by breaking him down physically first, the mental reconditioning would happen faster. 
So every time they would whip and beat him until he was close to unconsciousness, and then they 
would bring him to the chair. The chair didn't just cause confusion and pain, it sent so many pain 
signals to your brain that the only thing your body remembered was how to scream. When the 
screaming stopped they knew that the session was done. 


Peter had been in the chair every few days for years. Every time he screamed for what seemed like 
hours, but was probably only minutes. When his body finally gave out they would drag him back to 
his cell. For the next few hours, or maybe even days, he would exist in a coma-like state. He would 
have no awareness of where he was or who he was. A few times he was in this state long enough 
that the HYDRA scientists thought that they were successful. 


But every time, his memories would slowly come back to him. They came in flashes making it 
hard to piece them together, but they were still there just buried beneath the pain. Memories of 
May and sometimes Ben would come back, but rarely ever his parents. There were birthday parties, 
take-out containers after their dinner had been burned, and a small bedroom full of legos and 
posters. Faces would come back to him, but their names were harder. Then more memories of his 
time here would come- the torture, the other prisoners, and now Tony Stark. 


The sessions were taking his short-term memories first and slowly erasing his long-term memories. 
One day he would wake up and he wouldn't know a life before his cell and even his time at 
HYDRA would be a blur. But until that point came, Peter kept letting himself be brought to the 
room, to that chair that would slowly take his name. 


After the guards hooked his cuffed hands to the wooden post, one of them reached for the whip. 
The guard brought his arm back and snapped it forward. The only sound was the cracking of the 
whip on Peter's bare back. Peter did not make a sound. Not yet. The scientist observing from the 
corner said, "again". 


The guard brought back the whip and snapped it forward. The whip wrapped around Peter's lower 
back. He didn't make a sound. 


"Again." 


Tony was freaking out. 


As soon as FRIDAY was hacked he knew. She stopped speaking to him mid-sentence and was 
unresponsive. Tony texted Bruce, but held off on alerting anyone else. He wanted to see what the 
hackers were after before causing any panic. He brought the coding up on his hologram. The 
hacker was good, they got around FRIDAY's firewalls to cut off communication first, and now 
they were going after the security cameras. 


Tony started to panic because he knew he didn't have time to kick the hackers out and repair the 
firewall before any serious damage was done. Tony reached for his phone to call Bruce, but saw 
that the text didn't go through. No service. Shit. Tony turned his attention back to the coding as his 
best chance was to secure the most valuable information and block them from shutting down the 


cameras. He wouldn't have time to fix FRIDAY now. 


Tony was bent over the hologram's keyboard so he didn't see the men coming towards the 
workshop's entrance. The door was controlled by FRIDAY and had been hacked during the initial 
breech. The doors slid open and before Tony even fully turned around he was being stabbed with a 
syringe by a man dressed completely in black. As his vision faded out he heard, "hail HYDRA". 


When Tony woke up he was in a cell with someone who, based solely on their back, looked beat to 
shit. They were folded into a ball, probably to keep warm, and they were still asleep. As Tony 
looked closer he saw that the lump was just a kid, probably still in high school. "Holy shit you're 
just a kid". 


This began his lovely conversation with this fifteen year old kid who was more cynical than Bucky 
or Nat. The only thing he learned about the kid was that he had been here a couple of years. That 
was not a good sign, both for the kid's health status and their potential rescue status. Which he 
would be needing because it seems that he couldn't do anything without risking the kid getting 
hurt. 


Which, when he thought about it, was probably happening right now. The kid was taken from their 
cell over an hour ago. Tony couldn't hear anything coming from outside the room so they must 
have taken him far away. After taking the first few minutes to analyze his surroundings and get his 
thoughts together, he proceeded to just sit in their cell. The only thing worse than his boredom was 
the fact that a fifteen year old kid was probably getting beaten down the hall. He had seen the 
marks when the kid was sleeping. Jesus Christ they were everywhere: his arms, legs, chest, but the 
worse by far was his back. There were long strips of scarring and fresh wounds, most likely made 
by a whip. Just as Tony's anxiety was ramping up the door opened again. 


The kid was no longer being led by the guards, he was being dragged. One of his eyes was swollen 
shut, but the other was open enough to indicate that the kid was conscious but confused. Tony 
swore under his breath. 


"Stand back from the door, hands against the wall." 


Tony did it without hesitating. He couldn't risk the kid taking any more hits. The guards dragged 
the kid about halfway into the cell before dropping him. Tony didn't move towards him until the 
guards had locked the cell and headed towards the door. 


"Kid can you hear me?" 


The kid made no indication that he had heard Tony. His one working eye fluttered shut and the kid 
went still. Tony felt for a pulse. There was one, but it was weak. It was clear that the boy wasn't 
talking anytime soon so Tony started to assess the damage. There were whip marks covering his 
back and the back of his legs. Bruises were forming on his ribs, two of which looked cracked. 
There were small lacerations and bruises covering his face and chest, but none were as bad as the 
whip marks. Cleaning the lacerations on his back and making sure his ribs didn't puncture a lung 
would be a priority. 


Tony removed his shirt and began ripping it into pieces to use as bandages. He propped the kid into 
a sitting position with his own knee pressing against the kid's back. This way his ribs didn't have 
any added pressure on them and his back was only touching Tony's knee. There wasn't much Tony 
could do without a First Aid kit, but he would do his best. For the next few hours all Tony did was 
stare at the kid and wipe away any blood that started to run down his back. 


"Come on kid, you aren't dying on me. Not like this. Come on kid, not like this." 


His begging filled the cell. 


The Tempest 


Chapter Notes 


"Hell is empty and the all devils are here." -William Shakespeare, The Tempest 


The kid woke up three times before he could even say anything. Each time he would start groaning 
as his one good eye fluttered. As soon as he would notice that someone was next to him he would 
start trying to move away from them, aggravating his injuries further. Tony would try to calm him, 
but with little information on the kid it was hard to ground him. 


"Hey kid, its Tony. You're in your cell at HYDRA. Can you say anything?" 
The kid groaned and tried to steady his breathing. He didn't try to move away which was good. 
"Who- who are you?" 


His speech was slurred and so quiet that Tony could barely hear him. This concerned him almost 
as much as the question did. The kid knew who he was, and even if he couldn't think of his name 
he should recognize him from yesterday. 


"It's Tony kid, your handsome new cell mate and part-time caretaker. Can you tell me your name?" 


As soon as Tony stopped talking, the kid started scanning his surroundings. It seemed like he had 
heard Tony he just wasn't going to answer. Great, back to day one. 


"Well it looks like you didn't get us out so no-" Peter stopped to cough a few times, each one 
shaking his frame, "-no name for you." 


The kid completed a sentence so it was a step in the right direction. Tony was worried about the 
cough. In a damp environment a cough can turn deadly in a couple hours. And with his body 
already being in a battered state, the chance of contracting pneumonia only increased. 


"Alright kid, you're right a deal is a deal." 


Last night Bucky had called the whole team to the communal floor for some pasta and a team 
meeting. They had been searching for Tony for over a day without any luck. They all needed to 
take a minute to rest and share what they had found. 


Steve had gone through the threats against Tony for the last week, but nothing could be directly 
tied to Tony's kidnapping. Most of them were vague so they couldn't be ruled out, but professionals 
don't usually send a letter warning them anyway. Steve figured that this was a dead end so he asked 
Happy to look through older threats and he would try to track down a different lead. 


Bruce had been in the lab and had found nothing. There were no strong indicators of a struggle and 
no evidence left behind. The last thing Tony had been working on was trying to kick the hackers 
out of their system. FRIDAY's code had been displayed and it looked like Tony was trying to block 
classified information and strengthen the firewall. 


Everyone looked to Natasha and Clint. They had been looking into the hack for any identifiers or 
mistakes. They had enlisted SHIELD to help as they were no experts in code, but they did have 
experience from prior missions. 


"We have an idea of whose work this is, but we can't be sure." Natasha looked towards her leader, 
"please don't panic. We are going to get him back and we can't even be sure that-" 


"Nat, who is it?" 
"HYDRA." 


Steve turned to look at Clint. Clint was usually the less serious one of the group pulling them out of 
their heads when the work got to be too much. Now he was staring right at Steve, with only 
concern and anger in his eyes. This was bad. 


Steve started to panic. The room swayed as he rushed to stand up. He had to get to SHIELD. He 
had to tell Fury to start looking at any HYDRA intel. He had to get out of here. He had to find 
Tony. Tony, oh God Tony. He was with HYDRA. He was- 


Bucky appeared in front of Steve. Tension drew his lips into a straight line and there were tight 
wrinkles at the corners of his eyes. He was saying something to Steve, but Steve couldn't hear him. 
Steve reached out and grabbed Bucky's shoulder to steady himself. 


"Bucky I need to find him I can't leave him there. They can't take him too." 


"Hey, take a breath or you are going to pass out. We still don't know where he is, we need to slow 
down. I know you want to find him, we all do. But going into a full blind panic isn't going to help. 
Sit down." 


Steve sat down. Or more like he fell back into his chair. He glanced back at Clint and Nat, praying 
that they had more information. 


Natasha started to brief the group. "We recognized the hack because they left markers in the code, 
they wanted us to know it was them. However, it must be someone new because it is more 
advanced than anything we've seen from them before. They had been doing small hacks into 
FRIDAY for a few months planting small bits of code so that yesterday they could get in quickly 
and shut FRIDAY down without her alerting anyone. They had been planning this for months, so 
they must need something from him. They are going to keep him alive." 


"But for what, Nat?" 


Natasha glanced at Bucky before answering Steve. They all knew that Tony was most likely being 
forced to build something or to give up information. Forced by torture most likely. "They are 
probably looking for information, but its impossible to know what. I am meeting with Pepper after 
dinner to see if SI was working on anything that HYDRA may be interested in. SHIELD is already 
aware of the situation and they are pouring over what HYDRA intel we have collected. They'll let 
us know if they have anything." 


Normally Steve would be the one dealing with SHIELD and Ms. Potts, but he hadn't been thinking 
straight. Steve had fallen for his co-leader over the course of the last year. Their initial hatred for 
each other dulled after the Chitauri invasion and was replaced by some semblance of respect. 


After the invasion, Tony had invited the Avengers to stay at the tower so that they could go out on 


calls together. Steve was reluctant to accept the offer, but ultimately agreed that living together 
would benefit the team. The team, minus Thor who went back to Asgard but occasionally visited, 
moved into the tower about a week after the invasion. They were still coordinating clean up efforts 
for the city and trying to navigate their way as a team. 


Most of the tension that existed on the team was between Steve and Tony. Natasha and Bruce had 
both seen them blow up at each other on the jet and knew that their comments still hung unresolved 
between them. 


Surprisingly, Tony was the first to try to make amends. 
"Hey Cap, got a minute?" 


Tony strolled into the kitchen in an old band T-shirt, dark jeans, and a worn flannel. He had a 
chipped red mug with an ironman mask plastered on the front. Steve was sure the mug had seen a 
few cups of coffee this morning, and it looked like Tony was headed for another. 


"Sure, everything ok?" 
Steve was right, Tony headed towards the coffeemaker. 


"I just wanted to apologize for the comments I made on the jet. I know that who you are goes 
beyond the serum and I was just trying to piss you off. I've seen how you are as a leader and how 
you have volunteered to run clean up efforts even though that isn't in our job description. So yeah, 
sorry for the assumption." 


Wow. That was not expected. Steve hadn't replied before Tony made a move to leave. 
"Well I'll just leave you to it and I'm going to head back downstairs." 


"Wait! I'm sorry too, I also had some assumptions that you have proved wrong more than once. I 
would like it if we could move on from it, all grudges left behind." 


Tony seemed surprised that he was apologizing. He nodded quickly. "Sounds good Cap, consider 
it water under the bridge." 


Tony had headed back to the workshop and left Steve in the kitchen. There was still a lot of trust to 
be earned, but it felt like a fresh start for them. 


Over the next few months they moved from being teammates, to co-leaders and friends. They 
clicked on the battlefield. Tony didn't follow Cap's orders because he was usually one step ahead. 
Steve stopped giving orders to him because Ironman was already where he needed to be. Their 
actions in the field were so cohesive that the others were able to fall in step. There were no longer 
issues from the field being brought back into life at the tower which removed any lingering tension 
between the two. Now most of the arguments were focused on either getting Tony out of the 
workshop or getting Steve to accept modern technology. 


"Tones, come on we're all exhausted and hungry. Come upstairs and join us for a movie, I think 
Bruce is ordering pizza." 


"No thanks." 


Tony's response was clipped. His hands were gripping the widow bites in front of him as he 
inspected their wiring. One of them had malfunctioned during the battle leaving Natasha more 
vulnerable than she should have been. She came away from the fight with a mild concussion and a 


broken wrist. Tony had spent the last hour examining them trying to find the faulty wiring. He had 
made these for Natasha last week and they had been fine up until today. But now he couldn't even 
find one simple mistake that could have cost his teammate her life. 


"Hey its not your fault." 


Steve stepped towards Tony and put his hand over his wrist. "Take a night to recover and you can 
come down in the morning." 


"Not my fault? Are you kidding Steve? I'm the one that put them together, I placed every wire and 
now I can't even find where I went wrong. I made a careless mistake and now Natasha's in medical 
and I can't even figure out why. So don't tell me its not my fault." 


Tony didn't even look at Steve. His eyes were still fixed on the bites in front of him. 


"Last month I sent Clint around to the back of the base. Remember that? I thought that he could 
find another way in, but he was left fighting ten hostiles without any immediate backup. He came 
away with a stab wound to the leg and three cracked ribs. I made a careless mistake, and one of my 
teammates got hurt. I apologized to Clint, adjusted my entry strategy for the next mission, and 
moved on. And I need you to do that too." 


Tony finally looked at Steve. Steve was always such a confident leader, his orders were thought 
out and the pressure never seemed to get to him. While he could recognize when he was wrong and 
apologize to his teammates, this was something more. He was showing Tony that his decisions still 
effected him after the mission, especially wrong ones. 


"Steve you couldn't have known. The intel from SHIELD said the base was empty." 


"I know, but I never should have assumed the base was empty. We all know that intel is more of an 
educated guess, there was no way SHIELD could be sure." 


Tony had now dropped the bites and turned away from the table. Steve could still see the stiffness 
in Tony's stance, but at least he had gotten him to look away from his work. "Tones, just come 
upstairs and talk to her. She got out of medical a half hour ago and she is going to be fine. She just 
wants to make sure you aren't beating yourself up. And then she wants you to put your feet in her 
lap during the movie, even though you know she'll pretend to complain." 


Tony sighed. "Ok I'll come up, but first thing tomorrow I will be back here and I want no 
complaints from you." 


Steve smiled, "deal". 


The two of them headed towards the elevator to bring them up to the communal area. Tony asked 
FRIDAY to bring them to the floor and then he turned to Steve. 


"And Steve? I know you still feel guilty about Clint so don't give me this load of crap about 
moving on." 


Steve laughed. 


Slaughterhouse-Five 


Chapter Notes 


"But she did look back, and I loved her for that because it was so human." -Kurt 
Vonnegut, Slaughterhouse-Five 


After the first day Tony Stark no longer spoke out, at least when Peter was around. Peter was still 
being taken every few days to the chair, but now he had his cell mate to return to. The two of them 
had gotten into a routine. 


Right now Peter was laying on his side with his arms wrapped around his torso. Four or five of his 
ribs were broken, who knows how many more were cracked. Peter had gotten back from the chair 
sometime yesterday and had been conscious for a few hours now. He was reciting facts about his 
life in his head, hoping to starve off any brainwashing. 


His name is Peter Parker. 

His parents, Richard and Mary, and his Uncle Ben are all dead. 
His aunt’s name is May. 

He doesn't know if she is dead. 

He is a prisoner of HYDRA. 


He started again. He knew that this was something prisoners of war used to do, but he doubts that 
they had to remember this shit after going in the chair. Him and Bucky Barnes were the only two 
that he knew of that held that honor. This mantra also helped block out Tony’s rambling. 


“Natasha’s going to kill me when I get back. She took over Happy’s job of training me in hand-to- 
hand, but I blew off the last few sessions. Although she may have to fight Steve for the honor. He 
was always going on and on about me being reckless, both in and out of the lab. Then again, we 
can’t have our human embodiment of the flag killing America’s sweetheart so maybe he will leave 
it to Nat.” 


“Tony?” 
“Yeah, kid?” 
“Shut up.” 


Tony was used to the hostility by now. Peter rarely said more than one word to Tony at a time, but 
when he did it was usually telling him to shut up or get up. 


“Well kid if you aren’t going to tell me about yourself I'll just keep telling you about me. Or [Il 
tell you about the Avengers, because I’m sure I’d either bore you with tales of my scientific 
advancements or blow your mind with Ironman adventures and we can’t have that. So unless you 


have any input Ill go back to telling you about my impending doom.” 
“Science.” 
“What?” 


Peter rolled onto his back, groaning as he did so. His arm was starting to go numb from lying on it 
and his ribs needed more of a rest than his back right now. “If I have to pick between the two 
options my vote is science.” 


“So you’re a nerd then? Well thats great kid, you should have told me earlier. I am currently 
working on making Cap’s suit more durable without restricting movement. I haven’t been able to 
find a material that allows him full range of movement while at least slowing down bullets. And of 
course if he has to choose one he choses the material with more flexibility, leaving me to repair all 
the bullet holes and deal with a grumpy, medical-bound Cap.” 


“Titanium alloy with poly-para-phenylene terephthalamide.” 


Peter said this without thinking. He has a scientific mind and a tendency to work out issues out 
loud. He didn’t have any plans of starting a conversation with Tony, but the solution seemed kind 
of obvious. Tony’s eyebrows were raised, but stayed silent. He was waiting for Peter to explain. 


“Tf there is no material that can do both you have to create a combination. You already make a 
gold-titanium alloy for the Ironman suit so just adjust the composition to make a titanium alloy that 
is more flexible. An aluminum-titanium alloy would probably be best but I would test a few. 
Titanium will add more protection to the poly-para-phenylene terephthalamide which is the 
compound that makes up Kevlar. An alloy would maintain its flexibility and shape. Create a thin 
interwoven material that can then be sewn onto an existing compression suit that will absorb sweat 
and compress the muscles to help with circulation.” 


Tony was impressed with the kid. To be honest he had already thought of this and was having 
FRIDAY synthesize the alloy when he was kidnapped. He thought it would be a straightforward 
concept to explain to the kid, but he never thought the kid would solve the issue that had 
technically already been solved. Admittedly it did not take him long to come up with the solution, 
but most people, especially teenagers, didn’t have opinions on the composition of suits for super 
soldiers. 


“I’m impressed kid, you like science?” 
“T mean it’s-“ 


The door swung open and four guards entered, one of them was new. Tony stood up on reflex and 
backed away from their cell door, the kid did the same next to him. Tony glanced at the boy who 
had looked confused at first but now had reverted to his blank stare. 


This didn’t make any sense. The kid had gone with them yesterday they shouldn’t already be back 
for him. The guards weren’t holding any trays, so food was out of the question too. 


“Mr. Stark you must be wondering by now why you’re here. While you have been quite the nurse 
to QKCS4550, you’re a little too high profile for that.” The new guard was speaking to them. It 
seemed that this was the guy in charge. What an asshole. 


“The thought crossed my mind.” 


“Well don’t worry we don’t need you to build anything, and we certainly don’t need information 
we already got what we needed from your AI. And you don’t have to worry about torture either, 
we have Q for that.” 


Tony glanced back at the kid. He was staring directly at the new guard, but made no indication that 
the comment affected him. He was back to his statuesque self. 


“See what we need is chaos.” 
“Chaos?” 


“Yes. See Mr. Stark right now your team is frantic trying to find you. All other missions have been 
diverted to other agents and SI is being slammed with questions about your whereabouts so stocks 
have dropped. All we did was remove one man from the equation and the country’s favorite 
superheroes and the most successful company in the world are faltering.” 


“You’re going to make me blush.” 


Tony said it without thinking. Luckily no one moved to hit the kid with the taser. Instead the guard 
smiled. 


“You see Mr. Stark as of right now I don’t need you to do anything but sit here and take care of our 
little spider. We thought about shooting you on the spot.” 


“And why didn’t you?” 


“Hope, Mr. Stark. Death marks the inevitable end of hope and the beginning of grief. But keeping 
the hope alive we can suspend the Avengers into a perpetual state of anguish. If you have any 
questions about that ask you’re friend. He learned the dangers of hope months ago and look at him 


bed 


now. 


The guard glanced at the kid and smiled at his blank stare as if this proved his point. “Well 
gentlemen I have to get back, enjoy your accommodations.” 


All four guards exited, leaving Tony and the kid alone again. 
“What an asshole.” 


Yeah kid, he thought, my thoughts exactly. 


It had been over a week now and the Avengers had little to go on. They had discovered that the 
hack originated in New Hampshire and they were still working to get an exact address. While they 
were frantically searching for the address, they realized that the hack most likely did not come 
from the same location as where Tony was being kept. HYDRA kept their prisoners at their bases, 
which were large underground hideouts spread out all of the globe. Most of their tech was kept 
aboveground at secluded locations surrounded by armed guards. 


Natasha and Clint had been spending their days at the SHIELD headquarters trying to triangulate 
the exact location of the hack. Their hope was that whoever was stationed at that location could 
then lead them to Tony. If nothing else, maybe some information about the bases would be on their 
systems. If this was the case the Avengers would have to search every base until they got Tony 
back. 


Bruce had decided to stay at the tower. He was stepping into Tony’s role overseeing R&D for SI 
and helping Pepper out with the company. There wasn’t much he could do to help find Tony. He 
had exhausted his connections and wouldn’t be much help with sorting through intel. 


Bucky had urged Steve to recruit more help. The Avengers had diverted all their missions to 
SHIELD agents, but they still were being overwhelmed with things they had to do for SI, SHIELD, 
and for Tony. Bucky and Steve decided that they would take the jet to DC where they could grab a 
recruit that they had been thinking of inviting to join for months. 


The door swung open, revealing Sam Wilson. “There better be no one trying to kill you.” 
“No one is trying to kill us. At least not that we know of.” 
“Comforting, come in.” 


Steve and Bucky stepped through the door and headed towards the kitchen. Sam’s apartment was 
small, but homey. He had pictures from Afghanistan on the wall along with Riley’s dog tags ina 
shadowbox frame and a picture of the two of them. 


“So does the Black Widow know that she’s been replaced by a another Russian spy? Or did she 
explicitly request it?” 


“Sam we need your help.” 


Steve ignored Sam’s jab at Bucky. When Bucky had been brought into the Tower after his 
treatment in Wakanda Sam had expressed some concern. Well, a lot of concern. Sam worked with 
veterans with PTSD at the VA so he had some idea of what Bucky was going though. He thought 
that Bucky needed more one-on-one treatment in Wakanda before entering an environment that 
Sam had described as fostering both hostility and co-dependency. Needless to say Steve ignored 
these warnings. 


“What is it?” 


“Tony was taken by HYDRA eight days ago. FRIDAY, his AI, was hacked by someone hiding out 
in New Hampshire. We are getting close to locating exactly where the hack came from but we still 
have no leads on Tony. SHIELD is keeping his kidnapping quiet, but we could use some extra man 
power.” 


“Shit, man. I’m sorry I know you guys are close. Give me a day to find someone to cover me at the 
VA and I'll make arrangements to come to New York. How long do you think you’ ll need me?” 


Steve looked over at Bucky who gave a slight nod. “What would you say to indefinitely?” 
“Excuse me?” 


“The Avengers have been talking for a few months about adding some new recruits. We could use 
some more people to take on missions. Bruce is taking a step back and Bucky isn’t sure if he wants 
to join full time. Your name is on a short list. You don’t have to answer now but consider this an 
offer without an expiration.” 


"How short is the list?" 
"You're it, Sam." 


Sam pulled out a chair from the kitchen table and took a seat. He placed his elbows on the table 


and sat forward so that the heels of his palms rested on his eyebrows. He closed his eyes and took a 
deep breath. 


“Sam you know I wouldn’t ask if I thought it was the wrong thing to do.” 


Sam let out a sigh. He removed his hands from his eyes and looked back up at Steve. “I know that, 
its just a lot to think about. I mean since I got back my whole life has been in DC with helping out 
other vets. Becoming an Avenger, even part time, is a big change. But I have to admit getting the 
chance to fly again would be incredible. Plus New York doesn’t seem all that bad.” 


“We can discuss it more after we get Tony back. But we would appreciate it if you could come up 
as soon as possible to give us a hand. Consider this a trial run, you can meet the team and see the 
place. Just keep the offer in the back of you mind.” 


Sam stood up. “I'll be there tomorrow. Have Widow send me the intel that you have and I'll read 
over it tonight and get on the first flight to New York in the morning.” 


“Thank you, Sam. I know that this is a big ask to drop everything, but I need, we need Tony back.” 


The strain of the last few days was starting to reach Steve’s voice again. He knew that Sam could 
hear it and he appreciated that he didn’t say anything. Bucky and Steve headed back towards the 
door. 


“Take care of yourself, P’ll see you tomorrow.” 


“You too, Sam.” 


Under Western Eyes 


Chapter Notes 


"The belief in a supernatural source of evil is not necessary; men alone are quite 
capable of every wickedness." -Joseph Conrad, Under Western Eyes 


His name is Peter Parker. 
The whip hit across his back. He grunted, but did not scream. “Again.” 
His parents, Richard and Mary, and his Uncle Ben are all dead. 


This time the whip hit the top of his thighs. He didn’t make a sound. There weren’t any wounds on 
his legs yet so it wasn’t as bad as his back. “Again.” 


His aunt’s name is May. 
He doesn’t know if she is dead. 


The guard had exchanged the whip for a baton, like the ones that you see police with. It was 
brought to his side. This is what causes all the damage to his ribs. Occasionally his arms or lower 
legs would be hit, resulting in extensive bruising and some fracturing. This was usually done on the 
days when HYDRA was particularly frustrated with the lack of results. 


Peter was surprised that they hadn’t just put a bullet in his brain and moved on to another mutant. 
Peter has been the only person since Bucky Barnes to survive the chair over an extended amount of 
time which is why HYDRA kept him. Unfortunately, unlike Bucky, Peter’s healing factor was 
causing his memories to remain much longer than they should have. HYDRA needed to find a way 
to occupy the healing factor to diminish its impact on recovering his memories. 


Apparently it was one of those days where all of their frustrations were being taken out on Peter. 
The baton was brought down on his left wrist, snapping it. Peter finally screamed. He tried to hold 
it in but the pain from his wrist overtook him. He was still hanging from his wrists which only 
served to increase his pain. He stopped screaming and let out a whimper. He knew he sounded 
pathetic. 


He is a prisoner of HYDRA. 
His name is Peter Parker. 


He didn’t even hear the scientist say again, he just felt the baton on the base of his skull. Peter felt 
white pain go down his spine. Oh god these fuckers might actually paralyze him. Then they’ ll have 
to kill him, he won’t be useful anymore. 


He tried to return to his mantra, but the pain was overtaking him. It was something about his 
parents. His parents’ names, oh god what were his parents’ names? Black spots were taking over 
his vision. 


“You idiot you can’t go for the head. If he passes out then we can’t use the chair and we have start 
all over again tomorrow.” 


The scientist was speaking to the guard who had backed off. Peter heard her but didn’t process 
anything, he was still too focused on the pain radiating from his wrist and his skull. His breathing 
was speeding up and his vision was spotting more. He could feel the guards start to remove his 
wrists from the pole, but he lost consciousness before he hit the ground. 


The kid looked like shit. I mean he always looked like shit, but today was worse than before. It was 
the third time the kid had been taken from the cell to be tortured and returned to Tony, but it was 
the first time there was blood pouring from his head. 


After the guards had dropped him and locked them back in, Tony stood and grabbed his shirt 
which was now stained with blood, torn to pieces, and thrown to the side. Tony balled the strips 
together and pressed them to the back of the kid’s head. 


The kid screamed. 


Every other time the kid was unconscious for hours, but this time his eyes flew open and he started 
thrashing. 


“Stop! Oh god stop, please. Don’t put me in the chair I can’t do it, you’re going to kill me. Oh god, 
please stop.” 


“Kid, stop moving its me. Its Tony. Yeah open your eyes again and look at me.” 


The kid had tears streaming down his face. They cut through the dirt on his face and through all 
the blood. There was so much blood. 


“Hey you’re okay, I’m not going to hurt you.” 
The kid kept struggling in his arms. Tony kept talking to him, trying to calm him down. 


The kid’s hand grabbed Tony’s wrist and his head rested on Tony’s leg. He was still conscious, but 
obviously wasn’t all there. Tony looked at the rest of him. Besides the blood on his head he had 
more whip marks covering his back and legs and raised welts on his sides and legs. One of his 
wrists was obviously broken and both had ligature marks. Most of these injuries were consistent 
with the first two times he came back, but the head wound and wrist were new. Also the 
consciousness and panic were new. 


“Kid can you tell me what they did to you?” 


The kid didn’t answer at first. He was still breathing heavily and clutching Tony’s wrist with his 
good hand. His eyes were blown open wide and his pupils were dilated. Tony assumed that it was 
caused by a mix of adrenaline and a concussion. Tony figured that the kid had a healing factor with 
how quickly the open wounds healed and how they never got infected. It seemed like the most life 
threatening wounds were healed first and then bruises and superficial cuts were last. Tony was 
hoping that the concussion would be healed soon, more confusion was the last thing the kid 
needed. 


“Come on kid, please just open up to me. What have they been doing to you?” 


The kid was still breathing hard. His eyes weren't focused on Tony. Tony didn't expect him to 


answer. 


“They like to take a whip to my back. Sometimes a baton too.” The kid’s voice was shaky. “They 
need to slow down my healing so they beat me until I’m almost unconscious. Sometimes they’ Il 
take knives to my chest or they let the new recruits beat me with their fists.” 


Jesus. This kid was listing them off like a grocery list. If this had been happening every few days 
for two years, no wonder why the kid was so apathetic. “I’m so sorry kid. Can you tell me why 
they need to slow down your healing factor?” 


“How much do you know about the Winter Soldier?” 


Shit. Oh Shit. Tony knew a lot about the Winter Soldier. Not only was he his roommate and his 
best friend’s best friend, which he tried not to think about, but he also murdered his parents while 
under HYDRA’s control. 


It had taken him a while to recognize that the Bucky that he lived with was not the same man that 
murdered his parents. For months every time he saw Bucky he flashed back to seeing the man's 
hand around his mom’s throat. 


Him and Steve had fought about Bucky. A lot. Steve needed Tony to realize that Bucky was all 
that he had left of his life in the 1940s and that his past was not his choice. Tony needed Steve to 
realize that living with his parents’ murderer was sending him into a down spiral of booze and 
work binges. The two had exploded at each other in the lab one day and Tony finally broke down 
in tears. 


They agreed that Bucky would undergo treatment in Wakanda and upon returning to the States 
would continue mandatory therapy and evaluations. He would not become a member of the 
Avengers right away, but he would be allowed to stay in the tower if he wanted too. Bucky still 
didn't go on missions with the Avengers, but he trained with them and sometimes helped SHIELD 
with gathering or sorting through intel. 


The video of his parents’ death still haunted him at night, but him and Bucky were healing. 


“Bucky, the man beneath the Winter Soldier, has been living with me for a few months so I know a 
good amount about him.” 


“Did he tell you how they made him?” 


“Yeah, kid. They wiped his memories and gave him trigger words. These trigger words put him in 
a State where he could be controlled by his handler.” They also turned him into a highly trained 
assassin who is credited with over a hundred kills, but Tony didn't mention that. 


The kid nodded, but wouldn’t make eye contact with him. “Kid, is that what they are doing to 
you?” 


He nodded. Tony sucked a breath in. Jesus Christ they were turning a fifteen year old kid into a 
killing machine. Tony was going to kill every last one of them on their way out. “How long have 
they been doing this to you?” 


“Since I got here. They started targeting mutants for their Winter Soldier program because they 
thought that it would be easier to train them. They started targeting kids because they thought that 
it would be easier to break them. They found me through some dumb YouTube video that showed 
me stopping a car with my hands. They didn’t know about the healing factor and that it would be 
healing my brain and preserving my memories. Thats why they’ve been hurting me before putting 


me in the chair to wipe my mind.” 


Tony nodded as the kid talked, but inside he was screaming. How dare they go after children. 
Children who were particularly vulnerable because they were scared of these powers that were 
changing their bodies. Tony was furious, but he tried to keep calm for the kid. “If the chair isn’t 
working why aren’t they trying something new?” 


“Because it is working, just not as quickly as they had hoped. Every time I go in the chair it keeps 
me unconscious for hours and then I wake up confused. I’ve been able to hold on to some long- 
term memories, mostly names and places but even some events have stayed. My short-term 
memories are going faster. Thats why I can’t talk to you because once you leave it will only take a 
few months to forget you completely. It hurts more to have something to forget, I need to focus on 
the important things.” 


God, the kid was breaking is heart. Tony had assumed that HYDRA was making him into this 
apathetic shell of a teenager, but in truth the kid was masking his emotions to become less 
vulnerable to HYDRA. It was a survival tactic. 


“T’m sorry you have to deal with this, kid. But maybe you don’t have to do this on your own. I still 
think that my team is going to get us out, but until then you can share some things with me and [Il 
help you remember if you can’t. I’m going to need you to trust me.” 


The boy's breathing had returned to normal and the blood flow from the head wound was slowing. 
He was still covered in his blood and looked terrible, but he was already starting to heal. “Tony, do 
you really think your team is coming after you?” 


“T do.” 


“Ok. Then I can tell you some of what I know.” 


Peter knew a lot about the base. He had been here for two years so he had managed to gather some 
information about their whereabouts and the layout of the base itself. The guards always forgot 
about his super hearing so they had let some things slip. Like the fact that they were in Russia for 
example. 


“We are the only prisoners being held in the base because they were originally going to retire it. 
The Western side of it collapsed years ago so not much is left, and what is here is unstable. We are 
on the outermost part of the base, I believe at the South end. If you go out that door you are at a 
three way intersection. Left takes you to where it's collapsed. Straight takes you to the remaining 
labs and interrogation rooms. Right presumably takes you to the exit, but I’ve never seen it.” 


Tony was staring at him, hopefully taking everything in. Peter knew he talked quickly and 
crammed a lot of information in there, but he figured the genius could keep up. 


“There is approximately thirty HYDRA members here, but that number can vary. The security 
rooms with the monitors are most likely down the hall to the right as well. I am sure you have 
noticed the security camera monitoring us in the far corner of the room. They have no sound, just a 
visual. The cameras are drilled into the wall and cannot rotate meaning that there are blindspots all 
over the base. The entire base is run off a generator located at the Northern end of the base, there is 
no back up generator. Am I missing anything?” 


“Do you know anything about the routines of the base? When do guards switch or when are there 


changes in the routine?” 


“T don’t know about guard switching, I only see the same four that we’ve had in here and I’ve seen 
two of the same scientists over and over again. The only change in routine I know of is when ’'m 
out of the cell. Everyone is paying more attention to me as they see me as a high threat.” 


Tony was nodding along to what Peter was saying. “This is all good stuff kid. And I think between 
the two of us we can use this information to make a plan. We don’t have to escape we just need to 
get our location to my AI who will send it to the team. I think the security room is our best bet.” 


This was starting to sound like a suicide mission. There was no way both of them could get to the 
security room and the one who didn’t make it was going to have to distract the guards. Peter’s 
greatest strength was being a distracting little shit. 


“You're right. They are going to come in a few hours with our food. We both will back up to wall 
like normal and then [Il distract the guards. You make a move towards the security room and alert 
the Avengers, tell them its base B687 in Russia and they should find it. I've never seen anyone else 
in the halls when they move me so you should have a clear path.” 


Peter knew it was a shitty plan, but they didn’t have any tools to work with so they were relying on 
Peter’s strength and Tony’s brain and ability to not be a self-sacrificing idiot. 


“Can you narrow down the location at all? A code name isn’t going to be a lot of help to them.” 


“Tt should be, the Avengers were the ones who caved in the Western side.” 


Sam had shown up a few days ago to the Tower. Things hadn’t really settled down, Clint and 
Natasha were spending most of their hours at SHIELD and Bruce was occupied with Pepper and 
the interns. SI was trying to keep Tony’s kidnapping quiet so they told the press that he had been in 
a car accident a week ago and was recuperating at the tower with the help of the Avengers. 
Originally they weren't going to release a statement but there were rumors about his disappearance 
and the stocks had gone down. They needed a cover to keep the business running. 


Steve was talking to Sam and Bucky in the kitchen when Natasha and Clint came in. “We have the 
location of the hacker in New Hampshire, suit up.” 


Sam and Bucky looked at Steve. This was the first solid lead they had since Tony was gone and 
everyone knew Steve wasn’t handling the situation well. Steve nodded at Natasha and headed to 
his room to change. 


They left Bruce at the tower and the rest boarded the jet. The hack originated in rural New 
Hampshire not far from Dartmouth College. The jet made the trip in under an hour. 


“Hawkeye and Widow take the back, Falcon head to the roof, Winter and I will get the front. Treat 
everyone as a hostile, restrain them but try to keep them alive.” 


An echo of copies rang out. They all headed towards their posts. They wouldn’t approach the 
house until everyone was in position. The house was an old farmhouse that looked unlived in. No 
one would have guessed that there was running water much less a dangerous hacker. “Everyone in 
position?” 


“T’m on the roof, doesn’t look like there are any ways out from here, Ill head back down to the 
front and follow you guys in.” 


“Nat and I are in position ready to enter the back door.” 
“Winter and I are are in position, enter on my count. One, two, three-“ 


Steve rushed the front door, kicking it down and immediately placing his shield up to cover his 
head. Shots rang out from the living room towards them. Steve crouched down and Bucky returned 
fire. The two of them moved closer to the family room where all the movement was coming from. 


“Two hostiles in the kitchen are down.” 


Steve rushed towards one of the gunmen and aimed his shield at his wrist. The shield made 
contact, causing him to drop the gun. Steve kicked the man in the abdomen when he dropped to his 
knees in pain. He put restraints around the man’s wrists and looked up at Bucky who had the other 
gunman pinned. Sam came downstairs, “‘all clear upstairs.” 


Natasha and Clint came in from the kitchen. “We have two hostiles restrained in the kitchen, other 
rooms are all clear and no basement.” 


The four hostiles were all restrained and placed on the ground in the living room. Hidden under the 
desk in the living room was a teenager. “Kid whats your name?” 


“Ned.” 


“Hey Ned, I need you to be honest with me. What are you doing here with these people? Do you 
know anything about a hack?” 


“Please don't hurt me. I’m a freshman at Columbia University, these men kidnapped me from 
campus months ago and brought me here. They forced me to hack into different systems, mostly 
SHIELD and Avengers tower. Please, they told me they’d go after my family if I didn’t do it.” 


Steve stepped forward and placed a hand on his shoulder. “Its okay. We are going to take you back 
to New York and we are going to bring you to SHIELD. They are just going to check your story 
and take your statement and if that is all clear then we will take you home. Is your family in New 
York?” 


“Yes sir, they're in Queens.” 


Steve nodded. “Okay, we are going to get you out of here, but before I can do that I need to ask you 
a few questions. You have been the one hacking into the Avengers Tower these past few months?” 


Ned nodded and then looked down at the floor. Tears were coming to his eyes again. “I’m sorry, I 
didn’t want to I just-“ 


“T know, and its ok. I just have one other question, do you know where HYDRA took Tony Stark?” 


Ned looked up at Steve. “I think they have him in Russia. I don’t know the town name, but I saw 
the serial code B687. Does that mean anything to you?” 


Shit, Steve knew exactly where Tony was. “Yeah kid it does, thank you.” 


Steve turned back to his team. “Let’s take these five back to New York and then go get our 
genius.” 


The guards came back a couple of hours later, but they didn’t have their food trays. Before Peter 


and Tony could finish standing up the guards tasered both of them. Both screamed out in pain and 
dropped to their knees. The guards entered their cell. 


“Tt appears that you have regained enough consciousness to finish you session.” 
The guards dragged him up. Peter knew what this meant, he was headed back to the chair. 


They dragged him to the room. His muscles were still spasming from the taser so he couldn’t walk 
right. They threw him the chair, locked his arms in, and pushed his head back to the head rest and 
placed the strap around his forehead. There was no warning before the chair turned on. They didn’t 
have to explain anything to Peter because this was old news, but somehow this time it hurt more. 
Peter blamed it on the head wound that hadn't closed all the way, but he knew that it was the hope 
of getting out that was making it worse. The hope of his and Tony’s plan working was dulling as all 
he could feel was pain ripping through his body. 


Peter screamed until he couldn’t. 


They had taken the kid again. Shit, this was not good. Tony was pacing the cell waiting for the kid 
to be brought back. If the kid was not conscious by the next time food came they would just have 
to push the plan back a day. No big deal, they just had to wait for the kid to be tortured before 
escaping this hell. Jesus Christ. 


The kid was dragged in less than an hour later. They hadn’t needed to repeat the beatings so the 
session didn’t take as long as usual. Tony backed away from the door when the guards came in. He 
ran to the kid when the guards left, just like he usually did. There weren’t new wounds to tend to 
but he still looked over the old ones to see if they had opened up. When he had seen that they 
hadn’t he pulled the kid closer so that his head was resting on Tony’s legs. Now all he could do 
was wait. 


It took the kid a few hours to wake up. He was confused as usual and started pulling away from 
Tony when he realized that he wasn’t alone. He scanned his surroundings before locking eyes with 
Tony again. “How are you feeling?” 


The kid didn’t answer, he just stared at Tony. 


“Listen I’m sorry we couldn’t get out before they took you again, but we can do the plan 
tomorrow. It looks like they aren’t bringing anymore food tonight so we will have to wait until 
morning. Although if you aren’t feeling up to it in the morning we could also wait until tomorrow 
night.” The kid was still staring at him not showing any emotion. “Kid? You are still good with 
what the plan is right?” 


“What plan?” 


Shit. 


The Knife of Never Letting Go 


Chapter Notes 


"Without a filter, a man is just chaos walking." -Patrick Ness, The Knife of Never 
Letting Go 


“We cleared this base about three and half years ago. Its located underground in Northern Russia 
with no nearby towns. Originally it was a base with over one hundred agents and about a dozen 
prisoners, but we were able to get almost everybody out before half the base collapsed.” 


Steve was explaining to Sam the original operation that had brought them to base B687. The 
mission had been complicated and while they were able to complete it, their main goal was a 
failure. Steve looked over at Bucky who hadn’t moved from his seat since boarding the jet. Going 
back to any HYDRA base was hard for him, but this one more so. 


Sam saw Steve staring at Bucky. “Is there something you aren’t telling me? Because if ’'m 
walking into a terrorist organization I want to know all the facts.” 


Bucky finally glanced up from staring at the floor. He gave a slight nod to Steve, but otherwise 
showed no emotion on his face. Steve turned back to Sam. 


“The Avengers found the base when we were looking for Bucky. Our intel showed that this was 
the main base Bucky was being stationed at and that he would be there. When we cleared the base 
Bucky had already been transferred somewhere else. It took us another year to find him.” 


This was not good. If HYDRA was returning to the base where they housed the Winter Soldier for 
decades even after it was partially destroyed then they were either stretched thin financially or 
needed this specific base for something. If they were using Tony to build something then it may be 
related to the Winter Soldier program. The Avengers were walking into a highly dangerous 
situation with little to no information on the base’s occupants. 


“Alright Cap, whats your plan?” 


Clint came to the back with Natasha. Bruce also came back to where the rest were gathered. Bruce 
would stay on the jet unless Hulk was needed, but hopefully that would not be necessary. 


Steve asked FRIDAY to pull the base’s building plans up on the holograph. “Hawkeye and Widow 
will enter first through the East end. They will do a soft entrance meaning that they hold off on 
shooting anyone until necessary. This way we can incapacitate as many hostiles as possible before 
alerting the rest to our presence.” 


Steve moved the hologram so that they were looking at the North end. “Falcon and I will enter 
here. We will also do a soft entry but we will go in a few minutes after Hawkeye and Widow 
allowing them some time to scope out the base. Winter will come in last from the North entrance 
after Falcon and I have already cleared it.” 


“No.” 


“Bucky this isn’t your decision. We don’t know what we are walking into and we can’t risk you- 
we can’t risk any mistakes.” 


Bucky stood now. His hands were grasping his belt and his shoulders were still curled forward. 
“What Steve? You think I can’t handle seeing the base? That I’m just going to lose it and ruin the 
mission?” 


“No you know thats not what I meant.” 


“Thats exactly what you meant. You still can’t trust me to take care of myself. I’m going in with 
you guys Steve whether you like it or not.” 


“Ok why don’t we all take a step back.” Natasha knew that Steve was just trying to protect Bucky, 
but she also knew that there was no way Bucky was backing down. He had put a lot of work into 
recovery, but he still wanted revenge against HYDRA and there was no way Steve was going to 
stop him. “Steve you have to let Bucky make his own choices. If he says that he’s okay going in 
then he should go in with you and Sam. And Bucky you have to promise us that if it gets to be too 
much you'll take a step back.” 


Bucky nodded. “Deal.” 


Everyone looked at Steve. Steve was used to being in charge, but he knew that his teammates 
could be trusted to make their own decisions as well. He didn’t like the thought of Bucky being 
back in the base, but he knew that he had to focus on getting Tony out right now. 


“Ok. Winter will come in with Falcon and I. Everyone keep your comms on and report anything. 
Our goal is finding Tony, but if you come across any other information, grab it. We aren’t leaving 
here without him.” 


Tony had decided that their plan could wait. The kid seemed to be more confused after his last 
chair session, and that paired with his physical injuries would only hold them back. Hopefully by 
tomorrow morning the kid would be well enough to carry out the plan. 


“How are you feeling?” 


“T’m less confused, but I still have moments where I still feel like ’m looking through someone 
else’s eyes. Like I look around the room, but I don’t feel like I’m here. I think the concussion made 
this session worse than usual, but I don’t think its permanent.” 


The kid was propped up against the back wall. He had been spending the last few hours on his 
back resting his head against Tony’s leg, but sat up to give the wounds on his back time to heal. 


“Thats good kid. We need to get through one more day and then we’re out of here. Do you need to 
hear the plan again?” 


“No I think I got it.” 


About once an hour Tony had been reciting the plan. The kid’s short-term memory was still spotty 
from the concussion and the chair, but it was getting better. Tony figured that the constant 
reminders would help solidify the plan in his head. There was no room for mistakes. 


The two fell back into silence. Tony had given up on getting anymore information from the kid and 
the kid had no interest in asking questions. Tony had even run out of things to ramble on about. He 


had gone through the details of his projects that he could risk HYDRA hearing about, mainly small 
fixes to phones or tablets. He had also gone through some of his old Rhodey stories from their days 
at MIT. Tony tried to talk about Steve, but then he was just reminded that he may never see him 
again and he couldn’t do it. 


The door opened. Tony and the kid went to stand up, but the guards were in their cell before they 
could manage. There were no orders from the guards. One pointed his gun at Tony and the other 
two went after the kid. 


“Struggle and we shoot him.” 


The kid didn’t struggle. He turned around and let them place the cuffs on his wrists. The cuffs 
covered both of his hands completely, effectively locking them in a metal box. 


This didn’t make any sense. It was too early for them to be taking him back. They would kill him if 
they put him in the chair and he was too weak from the beating to undergo experiments. Clearly the 
kid was trying to figure it out too as his brows were drawn together. He looked up from the floor to 
make eye contact with Tony. The kids' hands were trapped, it was too late to carry out their plan. 


“Where are you taking him?” 


“We’re transferring him. He’s been here for years with no results, the higher ups are getting sick of 
waiting. Say goodbye Stark, next time you see your friend he may not be so friendly.” 


Tony lunged at the guards. He didn’t stop to think about how he would take three armed guards 
down, he just reacted. No one was taking his kid away. The guard who had his gun trained on 
Tony fired. 


It hit him in the calf. 


Tony grunted and fell to one knee. But he had seen the kid take beatings every few days without 
any complaints, he could take one bullet. Tony got up and lunged again. His fist made contact with 
the nose of one of the guards that was holding the kid. He pulled back his fist to punch him again. 
One of the other guards fired, he doesn’t know which one. 


It hit him in the chest. 


Tony stumbled backwards. Searing white pain erupted across his chest, it was like Afghanistan all 
over again. The bullet hit him about an inch away from the reactor. 


Tony collapsed. 


The kid was trying to tackle the guards, but with his hands restrained he had no chance. With Tony 
down the guards could focus all of their energy on restraining him. He was pulled from the cell 
and out the door. The last thing Tony saw was the kid's face, laced with fear and anguish, looking 
right at him as he exited the room. The door slammed behind him. 


The jet landed about a half mile North of the base, the team would do the rest on foot. Bruce, a 
field medic, and a SHIELD pilot were left on the jet and the rest took their gear and headed 
towards the base. Steve, Bucky, and Sam all waited near the North entrance. Natasha and Clint 
entered through the East entrance. 


“Cap, we’re in. Two armed hostiles are down, no more in sight.” 


Clint’s voice was quiet over the comms. 
“Copy.” 


The three men waited for another ten minutes without any updates from Natasha or Clint. Steve 
trusted them to know when to give them the go ahead, but he was anxious to get inside. Tony was 
inside. Tony was a few hundred yards away and had no idea that they were there. 


“Alright, Cap. You can head in now. Natasha and I made it to the first security room and have eyes 
on the base. We count twenty more hostiles, most of them are located near you in the labs. Nat and 
I will take the ones down on our end.” 


“Copy, do you have eyes on Tony?” 


Steve, Bucky, and Sam headed through the entrance. They were immediately met with four of the 
hostiles. They took all four of them down in a few seconds. Two were killed and the other two 
were unconscious and restrained. So much for a soft entry on their part. Steve was still waiting for 
Clint to answer. 


“Affirmative, we have eyes on Tony at the corner of a three way intersection between the three 
wings. It looks like its room E174. The camera quality is shitty, but it looks like Tony is alone. He 
is laying on his side, we can only see his back but it looks like him Cap.” 


They had him, Jesus Christ, they had him. It had been close to three weeks with no contact. Three 
weeks of no sleep, but they had him. Steve picked up his pace down the hall. Bucky and Sam were 
right behind him with their weapons raised. They ran into eight more hostiles on their way, but 
they barely stopped to restrain them. They were no longer taking prisoners, they just hurt them 
enough to move on so they could get to Tony. 


Steve could see the door. He kept his shield raised as he entered the room. There in the middle of a 
locked cell was Tony. He was shirtless and dirty, and more importantly lying in a pool of his own 
blood. Steve ran to the cell. “Shit, Tony can you hear me?” 


Tony didn’t move. 


Steve tried to pry the cell door open, but it must have been reinforced because the bars didn’t bend. 
“We have eyes on Tony, but he’s injured. I need the key or a way to break through the doors, 
they’re reinforced.” 


“Copy.” Steve could here fighting over the comms. “We grabbed a set of keys from the security 
room, but we’ll need a minute.” 


“We don’t have a minute, Nat! I need those keys now.” 


Steve was still trying to pry the bars open. Bucky and Sam knew that that wasn’t going to work so 
Bucky sent Sam to go help Natasha and Clint and Bucky stayed to watch Steve’s back. 


“Steve, take a step back. Don’t waste your energy they’re coming now.” 
The door opened again and Bucky whipped around with his gun raised. It was Sam. 


Sam rushed forward and opened the door, letting Steve and Bucky into the cell. Steve ran to 
Tony’s side and rolled him over. Oh god. His chest was covered with blood and it was still pouring 
out. Sam put his fingers to Tony’s neck. 


“T have a pulse, but its slow.” 


“Bruce, tell the pilot to move the jet as close to the base as you can. We have Tony but he has a 
GSW to his chest and one to his leg.” 


Bucky was talking on the comms and Sam was making a tourniquet for Tony’s leg, but Steve 
blocked it all out. He had his hands pressing down on Tony’s chest, but Tony still didn’t open his 
eyes. “Hey sweetheart, can you hear me? Its Steve, we are all here. We are going to get you out.” 


As much as Steve didn’t want Tony to be in pain he would do anything to see Tony’s eyes flutter 
open. “You hear that? We’re getting you out of here I just need to open your eyes for me 
sweetheart.” 


“Steve, Nat and Clint have the halls cleared. We have to move him, now.” 


Steve leaned forward and grabbed Tony bridal style. The bleeding in his leg had stopped but there 
was still so much covering his chest. Steve ran down the hall back towards the North entrance. He 
didn’t even check to see if anyone was coming, he knew the team would take any hostiles down he 
just needed to get Tony to the jet. 


They made it out of the base and Bruce was waiting on the jet just a hundred yards from the 
entrance. Steve rushed towards the stretcher they had set up. 


“T need three liters of O- blood, one liter of normal saline, and the red go bag, now." The medic 
checked the leg quickly before moving towards his chest. Bruce started attaching sensors to Tony, 
trying to get a read on his vitals. 


“Vitals show tachycardia, we need to stop the bleeding now.” 


The medic started packing the wound. He couldn’t take the bullet out here and so their best bet 
was to get the bleeding under control so that Dr. Cho could do surgery back at the tower. 
Meanwhile, Bruce was pumping blood, saline, and pain meds into his system. 


“We are taking off in ten seconds, brace yourself against something." The Avengers went to take 
seats and buckle in for take off. Steve stayed with Bruce and the medic not letting himself take his 
eyes off Tony. 


“Vitals aren’t good, but they are staying steady for now.” 
“Bruce, is he going to make it? 


Bruce looked over at Steve. Steve was a wreck, days without proper sleep and food were catching 
up to him, not to mention the loss of adrenaline after a mission. Bruce knew that Steve had almost 
killed himself just trying to find Tony, he couldn’t lose him when they had gotten this far. 


“T hope so, Steve. I hope so.” 


Eragon 
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"Keep in mind that many people have died for their beliefs; it's actually quite 
common. The real courage is living and suffering for what you believe." -Christopher 
Paolini, Eragon 


Tony was in a coma. 


They had made it back to the tower without him crashing, but they lost him twice in surgery. The 
bullet in his chest must have shifted when they were transporting him from the jet, leaving him 
with extensive internal damage. The bullet had missed the arc reactor and his heart, but his lung 
had collapsed and had started filling with blood. They had put in a chest tube on the jet. 


Dr. Cho and her team had worked on him for over twelve hours in the operating room, giving them 
updates every two hours or so. Bruce was in the room to provide them with information on the arc 
reactor, but his medical knowledge was limited to basic field medicine. 


Steve was a wreck. The others weren’t that much better. 


Tony had come out of surgery four days ago and still showed no signs of waking up. Dr. Cho said 
that it was impossible to tell when, or if, Tony would wake up. The blood loss plus the two codes 

meant that his brain had been deprived of oxygen for an extended amount of time. There could be 
widespread brain damage. There could be so much damage that he never woke up, or if he did he 

may have issues with movement or speech, there was just no way to know. 


Bucky and Clint were meeting with Fury to hear about the rest of the mission. SHIELD agents 
were brought in to sweep the base for information and to collect any surviving HYDRA agents. 
Bucky made a comment about them not surviving his interrogation, and from Natasha’s facial 
expression it seemed that she agreed. 


Natasha had been left to watch over Steve. The team knew that someone needed to make sure he 
was sleeping and eating as he rarely left Tony’s side. Dr. Cho and Bruce were still checking in on 
Tony to see if there were any changes, but there was not much left to do until he woke up. If he 
woke up. 


“Any changes?” 


Steve looked up to see Rhodey coming into the room. He had finally been able to get back to the 
States from deployment, only to find that his best friend was comatose. Steve shook his head. 


“Dr. Cho said that his brain is still healing. Right now his body is being overwhelmed from the 
chest and leg injury, his body just can’t keep up.” 


Rhodey had heard this narrative before. Soldiers who had multiple injuries from IEDs reacted the 
same way. Their brains shut down because their bodies were under too much stress. Usually their 
brains shut down too. Rhodey knew that Steve knew this too, but neither said it. 


“Steve can you give me a minute with him? Go take a shower or grab some food. [Il sit with him 
until you get back.” 


Steve didn’t want to go, but he couldn’t say no to Rhodey. He knew that Rhodey was struggling 
too, he had known Tony for a lot longer than Steve had. “Of course, I'll go grab a shower and be 
back in fifteen.” 


“Take your time, I’m not going anywhere.” 


Steve headed towards the elevator and took it up to Tony’s floor. If he couldn’t be with the man he 
at least wanted to be surrounded by him. 


Tony’s floor was tidier than you would expect. The only things that showed that the floor was 
lived in was the throw blanket crumpled on the living room floor and a coffee mug still sitting in 
the kitchen sink. It must have been there for almost a month now. No one had been up to this floor 
since Tony went missing. 


Tony’s bedroom was where you started to see the man. Two flannels, worn and stained, were 
tossed on the chair in the corner. Books were crammed into shelves and three water glasses sat on 
the nightstand table, all of them half empty. 


Steve looked closer and found odd trinkets strewn across the room. Two movie tickets left on top 
of a book, Clint’s SHIELD sweatshirt on the end of the bed, and one of Steve’s sketchbooks placed 
carefully on a table. Steve walked over and opened the sketchbook. It was the first sketchbook that 
he had filled when he woke up from the ice and it had pictures from when he first moved into the 
tower. Steve took it over to Tony’s bed and sat down. It started with images of New York City and 
a few drawn memories of the war, but the later pages were filled with the team. Tony with his feet 
in Nat’s lap on the couch, Bruce cooking eggs in the kitchen, the whole team around the dinner 
table, and the last one was just of Tony, explaining something animately to DUM-E. 


Steve still remembers that day. He had been so frustrated with Tony after he ignored another direct 
order in the field, putting himself in danger once again. It was true that the two of them worked 
well in the field, but there were still times where they just couldn’t agree on the best course of 
action. Steve was a trained soldier who always had his men’s backs. Tony was a mathematician 
conditioned to pick the option that maximized lives saved, even if it meant carrying a nuke into the 
sky or flying in front of a crashing plane. 


Because thats what he did. He flew directly into a crashing plane and took its full impact. 


They had been called to Silicon Valley in California where many tech companies are located. A 
hacker had done a wide scale attack on some of the companies mainframes. When the Avengers 
got in close, the hacker threw a Hail Mary and launched a powerful EMP designed to take the 
companies offline and slow the Avengers down. 


Luckily, Tony had reinforced his suit and the Avenger’s tech to withstand EMPs by adding in 
reserved power that didn’t activate unless all other power was lost. Unfortunately, the EMP took 
out a plane that had been low enough to the ground to be hit. The plane was headed for San Jose 
airport when the EMP was activated. 


The plane had already been descending and the EMP only reduced it power, it didn’t completely 
knock it out. However enough power was lost that the plane was coming in too fast. The runway 
was not long enough to give the plane enough time to brake. The plane was going to hit the airport. 


The Avengers had been relayed the pilot’s mayday call through their comms. Steve ordered Tony 
to go under the plane and use his thrusters to keep the plane elevated enough to go over the airport 
before letting it down in the ocean. Tony replied, “no can do, Cap” and proceeded to do one of the 
most reckless things he had ever seen, second only to the nuke. 


Tony flew to the nose of the plane and braced his arms on either side of the point. He gave full 
power to his thrusters and started pushing back on the plane. The suit was running on reserve 
power meaning that his thrusters weren’t at full capacity. Steve knew that this wouldn’t be enough. 


“Tronman, get under the plane and redirect it to the ocean we can’t risk the civilians in the airport.” 


“Cap there are civilians on the plane too and water landings aren’t as easy as Tom Hanks makes 
them look. I did the math and I can slow the plane down enough that they’ Il have time to brake.” 


What Tony did not say was that he would have to stay in front of the plane until landing. He knew 
the landing was still going to be rough and that he would probably still be knocked around. But 
what's one life when there's over one hundred onboard? 


“Dammit Tony, you can’t know that. Can’t you just check your ego for once in your life and follow 
an order?” 


If Tony had died that would have been the last thing he would have heard Steve say because he 
muted his comm. Tony knew that Steve was angry at him, and honestly Steve’s plan wasn’t that 
bad but there were just too many unknowns. Water landings were tricky, the response time of 
rescue boats would be unpredictable and there's no way to know how quickly the plane would fill 
with water. Statistically this was the less risky option. I mean not for him, but for everyone else. 


The plane hit the runway at a greater angle than it was supposed to. Tony jolted with the force and 
was knocked off the nose of the plane and landed directly in front one of the wheels. He was 
pushed forward by the plane, sparks flew off his suit. He couldn’t even detect what parts of him 
were broken because he was too focused on the mix of tarmac and grass that was flashing by him. 


The plane braked to a stop. They missed the airport by about a hundred yards, it wasn’t ideal but 
no one died. Apart from some whiplash and broken wrists from bracing, no one was seriously hurt 
on the plane. The same could not be said for Tony. 


At some point he had gotten away from the wheel. FRIDAY may have put enough power in the 
thrusters to shoot him away from the plane, but he wasn’t sure. He was laying crumpled on the 
tarmac covered in skid marks and dents. 


The comms were quiet. 


Tony forgot that he had muted them. He didn’t want to hear Steve yell at him, especially if he 
didn’t make it. He knew Steve meant well, but hearing him call him out just sent him right back to 
that first meeting on the helicarrier. 


“Boss, multiple contusions and a concussion detected.” 

Tony closed his eyes and rolled onto his back. “Yeah FRI, I detected those too.” 
“Should I unmute the Avengers, Boss?” 

“Shit. Unmute them and open my comms.” 


Tony could hear multiple voices at once, he was struggling on actually hearing what they were 


saying and who was speaking. That must be the concussion. “Hey guys, I hate to ask but can you 
pick me up at the airport? No need to get in the pick up lane just go directly to the tarmac-“ 


“Tony!” 


Tony recognized that voice, he loved that voice especially when it wasn’t yelling at him. I mean 
his name came across as a little forced, but there was no real malice behind it, just desperation. 
Although Steve didn’t use first names in the field, so that wasn’t good. Either he thought Tony was 
dead or Tony was about to be. “Hey Cap, you miss me?” 


“Jesus, Tones you can’t just throw yourself in front of a plane and then go radio silent.” 
“Sorry, won’t happen again.” 


Tony knew that Steve was going easy on him because of the whole thinking he was dead thing, but 
back at the Tower he wouldn’t be so nice. The two would fight in the conference room and then 
Tony would go make him a new toy because he couldn’t stand the fact that Steve would be 
disappointed with him. Steve would thank him and also hint that Tony needs to spend less time in 
the workshop and they would be back to being friends until Tony screwed up again. “But seriously, 
I could use that ride.” 


They made it back to the tower and Steve made Tony go straight to medical. Tony knew better 
than to argue with Steve when he was angry so he went willingly. I mean he bitched, but there was 
no physical force to get him there so that counts as willingly. After medical the team debriefed in 
the conference room and, as predicted, they fought. Tony showed Steve the math, Steve lifted 
Tony’s shirt to show the bruises. Any other day Tony would be making a comment that made 
Steve blush, but with Steve’s face already red in anger he kept quiet. 


Tony retreated to his workshop, claiming that he needed to check on his suit and make sure that it 
was ready for the next mission. Steve let him go. 


It took forty five minutes and two lectures from Natasha for Steve to finally go check on his 
genius. He made his way down to the workshop, but paused at the door. 


Tony was crouched down next to his workshop table. The table had the Ironman suit on it, covered 
in dents and marks and with wires poking out from the malformed chest plate. At first Steve 
thought Tony might be crouched over in pain, but taking a closer look he saw that the man was 
talking to DUM-E, his robot that he treated more like a kid. 


He had some wires and a metal plate out in front of him and from where Steve was standing it 
looked like Tony was explaining something. Tony’s hands were moving rapidly in the air. Steve 
loved how Tony talked with his hands when he was really excited. In a press conference his hands 
were always still on the podium, but here in his workshop he was free to express himself, to take 
up space. 


Steve scanned his fingerprint and pushed the door open. Tony looked up at him and stopped what 
he was doing. Tony stood and took a step towards Steve. “Listen I know you're upset but I really 
did run the numbers, it was a calculated risk. And I’m sorry I muted you guys I just couldn’t hear 
you yell at me.” 


Tony paused trying to get a read on Steve. He was expecting more anger, maybe some 
disappointment. What he was not expecting was for the super soldier to pull him into a hug. The 
two of them stood there for a few seconds, embracing each other and not saying anything. 


“T’m sorry I yelled at you, I should have trusted you. I just hate seeing you take all the hits every 
mission.” 


“Steve, I don’t take all the hits. Everyone gets hurt on missions it's all part of the job.” 


“Maybe not all the hits, but most of them. You are always making sure everyone has as few 
scratches as possible even if it means throwing yourself in front of them, especially when it means 
throwing yourself in front of them. Your suit may be made of iron, but you aren’t and it's you I 
need safe.” 


Tony leaned further into Steve. As much as he put up a front he really needed some reassurances 
from the team. “Thank you Steve. I can’t tell you that I'll stop protecting you guys because I 
won’t. You guys are my family and I'll do everything in my power to protect you guys, but I'll try 
not to mute you from now on.” Tony laughed. “Hear that? That was Tony Stark compromising, 
remember this because it doesn’t happen often.” 


Steve finally released Tony and took a step back. He smiled at his genius. 


“And for the record? Its a gold titanium alloy, not iron. I mean I can’t even imagine the rusting 
issue alone, not to mention-“ 


“Tony?” 
“Yeah?” 
“Shut up.” 


“Did I just hear Captain America, the pillar of truth and justice, tell me to shut up? Someone call a 
press conference I have officially corrupted our national icon.” 


Steve just laughed and pulled Tony away from his work. He knew the rest of the team wanted to 
see Tony, and Steve needed to get his hands on his sketchbook. 


Steve just stared at the picture. It's funny how that day he had gone from being so incredibly mad 
at the genius to undeniably in love with him. It was something about seeing him do something so 
innocent, almost child-like, that made him realize his feelings for his friend. Tony was an 
incredible teammate and co-leader, but he was a better friend and Steve just wanted to spend his 
days proving this to him. 


Steve didn’t even realize he was crying. His tears had streaked his face, but one finally dropped. It 
landed on the page, right at the tip of DUM-E’s arm. Steve closed the sketchbook and put it back 
on the desk, he didn’t want Tony to know that anyone had been in here. 


Steve heard someone approaching Tony’s room. The footsteps were soft and had it not been so 
quiet in the room he would have missed them. Natasha appeared at the door. Natasha always 
looked so put together, trying to hide herself with this indifferent facade even when the team knew 
better. Now her clothes were wrinkled as she had been wearing them for over a day and her braid 
was starting to fall out. But what was most concerning was the alarm on her face. 


“Nat? What's wrong? Is Tony okay?” 


“He’s awake. Tony woke up a few minutes ago and he’s asking for you.” 


Steve ran. 


Aloha from Hell 


Chapter Notes 


"When you're born in a burning house, you think the whole world is on fire. But it's 
not." -Richard Kadrey, Aloha from Hell 


They drugged Peter for transport. 


After he had been taken away from Tony, the guards had dragged him past the interrogation 
rooms. Peter had always assumed that the North end of the base had no exit because it was poorly 
guarded. Most of the guards were positioned at the East end so a long time ago Peter convinced 
himself that that was the only way out. 


Two years in that shit hole and Peter couldn’t even get the layout right. 


Peter was brought to a black SUV that looked like it was a repurposed maintenance van. Smelled 
like it too. Peter was forced into the back, but to be honest not much force was needed. Peter still 
wasn’t willing to resist. Planning an escape with Tony had already been an act of rebellion, 
something that Peter had vowed against long ago. And look where that got him: drugged in a van 
being taken to an unknown location. Great. 


This was not the first time that Peter had planned an escape, and so it wasn’t the first time he had 
failed either. About four months ago a new prisoner was placed with him. His brand was 
ZSSS2269, but Peter just called him Z. 


Q and Z, the two most useless letters in the alphabet. 


Z was a few years older than Peter but he was new to HYDRA. He was a mutant, born with 
elasticity and a healing factor that rivaled Peter’s. Sometimes Peter would call him Mrs. Incredible 
just to piss him off. 


Being new to HYDRA meant that Z still had that debilitating sense of optimism that pushed him to 
collect information in the hopes that it would help him escape. Peter would get back from a beating 
and Z would be there telling him how if they could just find a way to work together then they 
could get out. His optimism and boner for teamwork also earned him the nickname Captain 
America. Peter gave him nicknames so he didn’t have to feel bad about not wanting to learn his 
real name. 


Z and Peter had been stuck in their cell together for almost three weeks when Peter agreed to Z’s 
plan. Z was always taken for experiments when Peter was being tortured across the hall. They 
were taken at the same time, but Z usually returned to their cell first. 


They were going to go to their interrogation rooms willingly. When Z finished his experiments and 
was being prepped for transport he would attack the guards. They only had him with two guards 
because he was less of a threat than Peter and he already had a lot of scientists in the room with 
him. Z figured that even without training he could take two guards down using his elasticity. If he 


could incapacitate the guards then he could move on to restraining the scientists. He estimated that 
there would be five to seven scientists in the room, but all of them unarmed. 


The commotion would hopefully pull at least one of the guards from Peter’s room, leaving him 
with two others and a scientist. This would be Peter’s cue. While he would be in cuffs, his 
background in fighting and his super strength would allow him to take the guards and the scientist 
down. Peter could then go help Z restrain anyone that was left and the two could work their way to 
the exit. 


The plan relied heavily on the two being able to unarm or restrain the guards before the rest fought 
back. This wasn’t ideal, but they had limited options. 


When Peter had first heard the plan he laughed. There was no way two kids were going to take 
down over ten HYDRA agents, especially when one of those kids was handcuffed and the other 
had no fighting experience. But as the days went on and Peter heard how positive Z was that this 
plan would work he began to come around. Peter knew he could take two guards down and he 
knew if he got the cuffs off he could take down how ever many agents were sent after that. Peter 
began to feel hopeful. 


Hope, as Peter learned, can be a fatal thing. Once it creeps in it starts to consume you. Peter started 
thinking about his aunt, about New York, even about his favorite sandwich place. Even as Peter 
was crumpled forward being hit with a baton, his mind was stuck in the past. The gunshots brought 
him back. 


In between hits gunshots rang out in the base. They were followed by shouts and boots stomping 
down the hall. The guard paused, but Peter couldn’t see what he was doing. Peter tried to twist his 
body to see if any of his guards were heading out towards the commotion, but all of them stayed. 
From the corner the scientist said, “again’’. 


The baton was brought down across his back again. Peter’s mind was racing, he barely even felt 
the hit. Was that his signal? Should he go after his guards? Why were there gunshots? Where was 
Z? 


More gunshots rang out, but there were no more shouts. Peter never fought back and Z never came. 


The guards continued with the beating, but didn’t put him in the chair. They told Peter they had 
something to show him and guided him back towards his cell instead. 


There, tied with a rope around his neck and wrists, was Z, hanging from the cell door. His body had 
been mutilated by bullets and strung up like a scarecrow. Peter counted the bullet holes. There 
were seventeen. 


Seventeen. 


Seventeen bullets had been fired into his body. And if that wasn’t enough he was put on display so 
that Peter knew to never try to escape again. 


Peter wasn’t punished for Z’s escape attempt. Peter didn’t know if HYDRA thought the warning 
was enough to scare him or if they didn’t think Peter was part of the plan. Either way the message 
was Clear: you are disposable and you are not in control. 


In the next four months Peter never acted out. He didn’t talk back, he didn’t resist his restraints, 
and he never planned an escape. Even as more prisoners passed through, most of whom wanted to 
form an escape plan, Peter stayed docile. 


And then Tony Stark showed up and everything went to shit. 


After Peter had been put in the van he passed out. Between the beatings and lack of proper 
nutrition his body was close to shutting down anyway; the drugs just sped up the process. 


Peter had woken up once during the trip. His mind was still foggy but it looked like he was in a 
makeshift hospital room. There were no windows and equipment was limited, but there was still a 
sterile smell- isopropyl alcohol most likely. There was a restraint binding his torso and arms 
together and another binding his legs. With the drugs in his system the restraints were unnecessary, 
he could barely open his eyes much less walk. 


Someone must have noticed that he had woken up because they rushed over to him with a syringe. 
The person seemed to stumble on their way to him but was able to brace themselves using the side 
of his bed. Peter tried to speak up; to ask where he was, to ask for water, to tell them that he was 
extremely nauseous. But before Peter could force himself to form a sentence whatever was in the 
syringe got to him. His eyelids became heavy and slowly fell shut. Peter was out again. 


Peter woke up in a new room. There was a bright light above him Peter recognized it as one of the 
vitamin D lamps that he used to have in his old room, but this one was still working. Peter had 
forgotten how much noise they made to someone with super hearing. 


Looking around the new room he saw that it was just that. A room, not a cell. He had bed 
consisting of a metal frame and thin mattress, no blankets or pillows. He still didn’t have any 
windows, but he had upgraded to running water with a toilet and a sink in the corner. 


If Tony were here he would probably make a snarky comment about the luxury of basic hygiene, 
and Peter would have pretended to ignore it as he always had. But Tony wasn’t here. He was lying 
dead in a Russian HYDRA base. Peter had gotten him killed. 


Because Peter hadn’t given them what they wanted. 
Because Peter didn’t fight back. 
Because Peter killed everyone around him. 


Peter dug his nails into his thigh trying to ground himself before he spiraled further. Tony was dead 
and it would be easier for him to move on, just like he did with Z. He went back to his mantra to 
keep his mind away from Tony. 


His name is Peter Parker. 

His parents, Richard and Mary, and his Uncle Ben are all dead. 
His aunt’s name is May. 

He doesn't know if she is dead. 

He is a prisoner of HYDRA. 


Peter kept repeating this until he heard someone approaching the door. He didn’t recognize the 
man who entered, but his white coat at least told Peter what he did for HYDRA. 


“Enjoying your new living quarters?” 
Peter didn’t answer. 


“From what I hear they are a huge improvement. Running water, a bed- if you are lucky we’ll even 
get you a pillow.” 


Peter had never been lucky. 


“Nothing? Well alright I had heard you were a quiet one. Iam Dr. Snow I am the head researcher 
here. I’ve been getting your progress notes for almost three years now, and so I know that you are 
the only one to not only survive the chair but not even be effected by it.” 


I mean he lost chunks of time and woke up with one hell of headache so that might be an 
understatement. Also, three years? Peter must have lost more time than he thought because he was 
way off on his count. Maybe he should have asked Tony for the date. 


Shit he missed his sixteenth birthday. He hoped May didn’t do anything for him, thinking about her 
with a cake all alone was somehow worse than imagining her just forgetting what day it was and 
going on with her life. 


“While you’ ve been continuing with your treatment in Russia, we’ ve been brainstorming back here 
and we think we’ ve solved it. See, Peter, your healing factor is going after the most serious threat 
first and eliminating it. Even with the beatings beforehand your body is prioritizing healing your 
brain, and thus your memories. While its truly remarkable, it is also incredibly inconvenient for 
us.” 

In the two years, well three years technically, Peter had never heard a HYDRA agent use his name. 
He wasn’t even sure if they knew it. And since Peter never told any of the other prisoners his 

name he hadn’t heard it said out loud since being taken. 


He hated it. 


He hated that somehow something as simple as his name had become so sacred to him, and this 
guy just took it away from him. It felt like Peter had lost the last thing he was holding on to and 
now he had truly nothing left. 


Peter looked down at the floor and slumped forward. 
“Now Peter don’t zone out quite yet because I haven’t even told you how we solved your case.” 


He said this as if he were telling Peter that they had cured his terminal illness and he was going to 
live a long, happy life. Ha. 


“If your body goes after the biggest threat we just have to create a larger one. The beatings 
obviously weren’t working so we’re going to have to take it a step further. ’ ve had my team create 
a concoction that will cause your organs to start shutting down, forcing your healing factor to 
address this first. It will take sometime for us to figure out what level of the drug is needed, but 
we'll work our way up.” 


These psychopaths were going to kill him. 


Almost three years of “research” and their grand plan was to force Peter so close to death that his 
body had no choice but to abandon his memories in order to restore his vital organs. 


“Don’t worry! My team is exceptional and we have worked hard to make a compound of drugs that 
will work. And with this new plan we won’t have to send you to the chair nearly as often as we 
were.” 


Yeah, because he’d be dead. Or close to it anyway. 
“When do we start?” 


He figured if he was getting a death sentence he might as well know the execution date. Dr. Snow 
smiled. 


“Right now.” 


He pulled out a syringe. 


Just Mercy 


Chapter Notes 


"We are all implicated when we allow other people to be mistreated." -Bryan 
Stevenson, Just Mercy 


Tony was breathing rapidly as he felt the strain throughout his body. He knew that he was close to 
his limit, but he kept pushing himself. 


“Don’t strain your muscles, we're here to recover your muscles not strengthen them. That part will 
come later.” 


Tony had been doing physical therapy for about a month now. Dr. Cho and Bruce were able to get 
the bullet out of his chest and repair the minor damage to the arc reactor. The bullet wound on his 
calf just needed some stitching and PT. 


The Avengers had found a PT with a history of working with veterans and government officials so 
he knew the importance of confidentiality. The PT, whose name was Mike, was a former Marine 
that had opened a private clinic after his time in the service. He was doing a favor for Tony by 
coming to the tower for their sessions. 


Not many people can stand up to the Avengers, but Mike got through an interview, or an 
interrogation if you asked him, with Steve and Bucky. On his first day he didn’t hesitate to kick 
Steve out from the gym saying that Tony couldn’t do the work with a babysitter. 


Even Natasha looked impressed with him. 


Tony took a break from the leg press. They were working both his leg muscles to help his calf and 
his pectorals to help his chest. Today they were focusing on legs and Tony was gassed. 


“Mike, if you really want me to avoid straining my muscles then let me rest and maybe fetch me a 
bottle of scotch and a glass.” 


Mike just laughed. Thats why Tony liked him, he took all of Tony’s and the Avengers’ shit and 
didn’t let any of them intimidate him. He somehow knew Tony’s limits better than Tony himself 
and used them to push Tony just enough. 


“How about you give me one more set of ten and we’ll make it two glasses.” 
Tony took the deal. 


Physical therapy was three days a week, two of them focused on legs and one on chest as his chest 
needed more time to recover. In between PT appointments he was either confined to his room to 
rest or to the communal living room where somebody was always watching over him. 


As much as he loved his fellow Avengers he was starting to go a little stir crazy. Bruce hadn’t 
given him the go ahead to work in the workshop, even just on schematics, and the Avengers 


thought it was best if he stayed out of the public’s eye. 


Apparently the public had been fed a story about Tony getting in a bad car accident and that he was 
recovering at the tower. Tony couldn't believe these people had bought it, I mean he had been 
eating shawarma a few hours afters after flying a nuke through a hole in the sky. Tony knew that 
the team just wanted him to stay close in case HYDRA went after him again. They took Tony out 
to public places close to the tower so the public knew he was alive, but he was never allowed 
alone. The team had been great in caring for him, but he needed some time alone. 


Steve had been especially great, fantastic even. He barely left Tony’s side in the medbay and even 
now it took a good reason for him to leave, like Mike threatening him for example. 


The two had gotten closer since Tony got back but neither of them addressed it. Steve would pull 
Tony into his side during movies or guide him to his seat at the dinner table. Steve’s hands were 
always on Tony, checking to make sure that the genius was still at his side. Tony liked this new 
development, but he was still waiting for Steve to pull back again. It felt inevitable for some 
reason. 


Even as the two were drawn closer together there was still tension between them. It was different 
from the tension that they had after the helicarrier. There was no malice but rather it was as if they 
both were waiting to say something, but the quiet would come and neither would speak. 


This had been going on since Tony got the breathing tube out almost four weeks ago. 


Tony had been in a coma for four days before he had woken up. He had been showing some 
movement for over a day, but he hadn’t woken up until the fourth day. His eyes cracked open to 
see white ceiling tiles. He could hear some beeping and a whirring noise but everything was 
muffled. He went to take a breath and thats when he felt the tube in his throat. 


He couldn’t breathe. He started to panic. It was just like Afghanistan where he couldn’t breathe and 
there were tubes coming out of him and his chest was hooked up to a car battery and oh god he 
couldn’t breath. 


“Tony, I need you to calm down. You have a breathing tube in, you’re getting oxygen but don’t try 
to breathe. I am going to take the tube out.” 


Dr. Cho knew that taking the tube out was going to kill his throat, but the heart rate monitor was 
speeding up and it needed to come out now. 


“Tony I’m going to need you to take a deep breath and then cough on my count. Alright ready its 
coming out in one, two, three-“ 


Dr. Cho heard Tony take a deep, yet shaky breath. She pulled the tube out as fast as she could 
without risking damage to his throat. Tony started coughing. 


“There you go, let it out. I have water here when you’re ready.” 


Natasha and Bruce came through the doors. Rhodey, who had taken a step back during the 
procedure, had texted them. Rhodey now stepped forward so that he’d be in Tony’s line of vision. 


“Hey Tones, how are you feeling?” 


“Th-there-“ 


Tony started coughing. His throat was sore from the tube and incredibly dry. He couldn’t even get 
a word out. Bruce stepped forward with a cup of water. 


“Here take small sips from the straw, don’t rush.” 


Tony started sucking the water down and Bruce had to take it away from him so he wouldn’t make 
himself sick. While Bruce was helping Tony drink, Rhodey turned to Natasha and asked her to go 
get Steve. 


Natasha headed straight to Tony’s floor, there was no way Steve had actually done what he was 
told and gone to his floor for a shower. Tony was rubbing off on him more than they thought. 


“There was a kid. There was a kid with me. Where is he?”’ 


Bruce looked over at Rhodey. They knew that Tony would be a little out of it when he woke up, 
but he sounded so sure. The Avengers hadn’t found a kid at the base and there had been no 
survivors once Bucky had gotten to interrogate the surviving agents. This could only mean that the 
kid was dead or he was gone. 


“Hey don’t worry about that right now. Steve is going to come see you and then you should get 
some more rest. The next time you wake up you should be able to take in some food.” 


“No you don’t understand, I need to find the kid.” 
“Tony!” 


The door had opened and Steve rushed in. He was in the same clothes as earlier. He didn’t even 
glance at the other people in the room, but he went straight to his genius. 


“God, Tony I was so worried about you. I’m sorry we couldn’t get to you faster.” 

“Steve, I need my kid wheres my kid?” 

Steve face morphed into one of confusion. He looked up at the others. They all shook there heads. 
“Kid?” 

“Yeah there was a kid with me, I need to find the kid.” 


Steve didn’t fully understand what he was talking about, but he knew they didn’t find a kid. They 
didn’t even find a body of a kid in the base. 


“I’m sorry sweetheart but there wasn’t a kid there when we found you. You were alone in your cel- 
in your room. We are still looking through the information, but we haven’t seen anything about a 
kid.” 


“No Steve we have to find him. I told him I'd get him out, I promised him I wouldn’t leave him 
there.” 


Steve couldn’t think his chest could hurt more than it already did. Tony had been captured for 
weeks, possibly tortured, shot twice, and now he had lost this kid. There was so much panic and 
strain in his voice. 


“Of course. We’ll start looking for him and we’ll put SHIELD on it too. For now get some rest and 
then you can give us more information on him when you wake up.” 


“Steve, I need the kid. I need to find him.” 
“Shhh, sweetheart I know and we’re going to help you but for now you need to rest.” 


Steve could tell that Tony wanted to fight him, but his energy was too low. His eyelids were 
starting to droop and his hand that was gripping Steve’s wrist slackened. Tony closed his eyes and 
drifted off again. 


Steve turned to Natasha who had stayed silent. 


“Can you talk to Fury? We need to find this kid or when Tony wakes up he won’t rest until he 
does.” 


Natasha left without a word. 


Tony was in the medbay for another week. It should have been a lot longer, but since his room was 
only a few floors up they decided that it would be okay. Bruce would move into the guest room on 
the floor to be close by and Dr. Cho and a nurse would each come twice a day. Plus Steve would 
be next to his side everyday and the other Avengers wouldn't be that much further. 


They all tried to create a new routine that allowed Tony to participate. They did team breakfast 
every morning around 10am and then tried to do a movie or show after dinner. Tony still needed a 
lot of rest and PT, but they wanted to make sure that he continued to socialize. They were still 
worried about his mental health even as his physical health was improving. 


Pepper, Rhodey, and Happy all stopped by as well but they all had other jobs that they needed to 
maintain. After a week Rhodey returned to his deployment but promised to be back within a 
month. Happy stopped by periodically, but the guilt he felt about the security breech was evident. 
Tony tried to brush it aside but he knew that Happy would never forgive himself for this happening 
under his watch. 


There was also the elephant in the room. 
The kid. 


Tony had given them all the information he knew: fifteen years old, white, skinny, brown hair, 
about 5’7”, and smart. Tony assumed that he was American from the accent, but he couldn’t even 
tell them which state. 


The team, mostly Natasha, Clint, and Bucky, were helping SHIELD go through HYDRA intel but 
they would have noticed information about a kid being held captive. Tony had told them about the 
mutant program, but there was no mention of it on the server they found. The information must be 
on another server or there were only physical files. 


Tony also had FRIDAY combing through information, but there was too little to go on. 


No one wanted to tell Tony, but without more information there was no way they were finding this 
kid. Their best option would be to continue to clean out HYDRA bases to find more information. 
SHIELD had been tracking down bases for years so really nothing new was being done to find the 
kid. 


Tony told them about the kid’s physical appearance and the mutant program, but refused to tell 
them about anything that happened in the cell. He claimed that the kid had been pretty private but 


he wouldn’t go into what HYDRA did to him or the kid. 


This is why the team was so worried about Tony’s mental health. He wasn’t talking to any of them. 
Outside of PT he either searched for the kid or stayed quiet when he was around them. 


Steve was unnerved by Tony’s quietness. He loved hearing the genius ramble on about his projects 
or tease the team relentlessly. He missed the quips and the references that he never understood. He 
had Tony in his arms and yet he still missed him. 


Tony had just returned from his session with Mike and his shower. He didn’t need help to get to 
the kitchen anymore so he met the team there for lunch. 


Sam was cooking taco meat and roasting vegetables. Bucky had just finished getting out the other 
toppings for tacos and putting dishes on the table. 


“How was PT?” 
“Tiring.” 


One word answers were about all they got these days. For PT questions they usually either got 
"good" or "tiring". 


The team started grabbing their seats at the table. They were all trying to make conversation and 
they tried to get Tony to participate. Tony didn’t snap at them but he didn’t give them much 
personality either. The team were starting to get frustrated with him but they knew that they 
couldn’t show it. 


Lunch went by slowly without much conversation from Tony. They were starting to clear the table 
when Tony turned to Bucky. 


“Bucky?” 

“Yeah?” 

Bucky sounded unsure of himself, but he was probably just caught off guard. 
“Can you come upstairs with me? It won’t take long.” 

“Yeah of course, let me just put my plate in the dishwasher.” 


Steve was nervous. Bucky and Tony had gotten past their initial hatred for each other but they 
weren’t exactly friends. They hung out together in a group but Steve had never seen them alone 
together. “Tones do you need help getting to your floor?” 


“No I’m good, and [ll have Bucky with me so don’t worry.” 


Bucky and Tony headed up to Tony’s floor. The elevator ride was silent as the two stared straight 
ahead. When they got to the floor, Tony headed over to his couch. 


“T need your help with something.” 
“Ok?” 
“T need you to help me find the kid.” 


Bucky wanted to sigh. The Avengers and all of SHIELD were doing their best to find this kid. 


They had little to no information on him and honestly they had bigger threats do deal with. 
“You know we are all working to-“ 


“No we’re not. Clint and Natasha look at the same HYDRA intel everyday and come back with 
nothing. SHIELD has diverted their resources to other issues. I hacked into their system this 
morning and they don’t even have a task force set up. No one is looking for this kid but me.” 


Bucky listened. He didn’t know SHIELD had given up. He knew that Clint and Natasha were 
looking at the servers because he had been helping and he also knew that they were a dead end. He 
figured if HYDRA was really working on a new program then they would have sent the servers or 
files with the kid when he was transferred. 


“Ok, you’re right. What do you want me to do?” 


“We aren’t going to find the kid by looking at old intel we need to find new information. I know 
SHIELD is tracking down bases but with the amount of red tape they have to go through it takes 
weeks for them to actually approve a mission at one after finding them.” 


Bucky did not know that. That was bullshit. 


“So what I need you to do is help me find new intel. I can hack SHIELD and find where they 
suspect bases are but I need your help investigating them. Steve isn’t going to let me out of his 
sights anytime soon and I need someone capable of checking out bases on their own. I just need 
you to check the area out and see if a base 1s possible, if it is then we can bring in the others.” 


Bucky knew that this was risky, especially for him. He would be putting himself in danger by 
going alone and he could also be compromising future SHIELD missions. He also knew that Tony 
needed this. 


“Ok, Il do it but I have one condition.” 
“Anything.” 


“You talk to me about HYDRA. I know that whatever happened to you or to the kid fucked you 
up. I also know that bottling that shit up just makes you crazy, trust me I did it for years. So every 
other day I’m going to come up to your room and we’re going to have a HYDRA bitch fest where 
we swap stories. We don’t have to tell the team but you do have to talk.” 


“So my room is Vegas?” 

“T don’t know what that means.” 

“Tt means that everything is confidential, it doesn’t leave the room.” 

“T mean that makes no sense, but yeah everything would be confidential. Do we have a deal?” 
Tony didn’t even have to think about it. He smiled. 


“Yeah, Buck. We have a deal.” 


Don't You Wonder Sometimes? 


Chapter Notes 


"I'm forever a child looking out my window at the night sky / Thinking one day I'll 
touch the world with bare hands / Even if it burns." -Tracy K. Smith from "Don't You 
Wonder Sometimes?", Life on Mars 


“Spider, report.” 
“Seven.” 


Peter was running on a treadmill at 25mph and had been for over seven miles. They gradually 
increased the speed with each mile until they were satisfied or he passed out. Periodically they 
asked him to report on his energy level with ten being full energy and zero being unconscious. 


If you reported too low a number they shot you. If they thought you were lying they shot you. If 
you fell they shot you. If you stopped at all the shot you. 


If you passed out from exhaustion they took note of the mileage and returned you to your room. 


Peter had been at this new base for a few weeks, probably close to a month now. It was hard to say 
since his sunshine came from a crappy light and his information came from assholes. 


“Bring the speed up to 30.” 


The scientist jotted his progress in her notebook. She wasn't looking at him in complete disgust so 
she must have been pleased at his answer. When Peter first started he would be down to a four by 
now, but they had been building up his strength through exercise and food. 


Peter could sprint at over 45mph, keep up with speeds up into the low 30s, and lift over a ton. He 
still had a small stature as his body fat was low, plus the lack of food must have stunted his growth. 
However, he had put on muscle that made him look less sickly then he probably was. He now had 
the body of an Olympic gymnast and the drug use habits of Charlie Sheen. 


Peter ran for eight more miles during his session. His energy level got down to three before they 
decided to give him a break. They preferred to keep him conscious so he was rarely pushed until 
passing out. 


Peter’s time at this base had been better than the last one. He still hated HYDRA and wanted to get 
back to May but he appreciated the updated living quarters and limited torture. However if he ever 
started to feel better about his situation he thought that HYDRA was getting to him and that usually 
sent him into a down spiral. So progress was slow. 


Peter was brought back to his room where a protein shake awaited him. Although shake was more 
of an overstatement because it was just powdered protein and supplements mixed with a little 
water. It was like chalk that had been dissolved in water and was trying to harden again. 


HYDRA decided that Peter needed to up his calories and get enough nutrients so that he could get 
strong for training. They had already started training him on hand to hand combat and martial arts, 
but the gun range and knife training would come later when they thought that they had more of a 
control over him. 


Because that was what they were trying to do to him, control him. 


Their hope was that they could find a mutant child to break within a year and then train them over 
the next few years so that they’d have pseudo-supersoldier. They had been working on Peter, 
formerly known as QKCS4550 to them and currently known as Spider, for almost three years. And 
they hadn’t even broken him. 


They had only done two of the drug treatments so far. The drugs certainly made the chair’s effects 
worse and hindered his physical training but they didn’t wipe everything in one go. It would still 
take time for his memories to be erased. 


Peter knew that his memory had taken hits in the last month, but he still felt like he had all the 
information in his head. Some of it just took longer to recall. To prevent this from getting worse 
Peter created a longer mantra so that the most important information would stay at the front of his 
brain. 


His name is Peter Parker. 

His parents, Richard and Mary, and his Uncle Ben are all dead. 
His aunt’s name is May. 

He doesn't know if she is dead. 

He is a prisoner of HYDRA. 

He is from Queens, New York. 

Z died for him. 

Tony Stark died for him. 

He is not the asset, Spider. 

He is not an asset of HYDRA. 


Peter could remember ten facts, he was a certified genius after all. Hopefully these ten facts would 
stay in his head, and hopefully they would guide him home afterwards. He doubted May was in the 
same apartment, but if he returned to Queens to find a May Parker he’s sure he could track her 
down. 


Now he had just to find a way out of here. 


Peter knew that the next treatment would be coming up soon, they came about every two weeks 
from what he could tell. The next morning Dr. Snow entered his room. 


“Peter, my dear, how are you?” 


“Fine.” 


“Good, good. I hear you are doing well in training. I’m sorry I'll have to pause it for a few days as 
youll get another treatment this afternoon.” 


He apologized as if he were a doctor telling a professional athlete that they were going to miss a 
few games. Peter didn’t mind missing training. He minded the near death experience. 


“We have noticed that you demonstrate little to no memory loss from the first two treatments. 
While you were a little confused at first, that seemed to fade. And the rest of your health concerns 
were nothing too perilous; just some flu-like symptoms and the beginnings of renal failure. Once 
your kidneys filtered the drug out of your system they recovered nicely though. Your healing factor 
is incredible really, we may have to look into that more as well.” 


Great, his healing factor was actually going to be the thing that killed him as doctors pushed him 
just a little too far to study it. Why couldn’t his mutation just have been teleportation? 


“T’ll have the nurses come in to set up the machines to monitor your vitals and then the doctors will 
back later to administer the treatment. We're hoping by upping the dose this time we will see more 
results." 


Peter knew the routine by now. The machines were brought in and then the drug was administered 
and he was left alone. They monitored him through the machines and cameras, but otherwise 
avoided any contact with him. 


The syringe containing the mixture of drugs was administered into an IV with a dial that then 
controlled how much of the drug entered his body per minute. They were still trying to find the 
appropriate dose for him that would get his organs close to shutting down without actually killing 
him. Since kidneys filter drugs out of the blood, they were being hit the hardest. The nurses came 
in periodically to collect blood and urine samples so they could track his kidney function; some 
renal failure was okay but too much was fatal. It took Peter several hours to hit the amount of organ 
failure that would be needed for them to switch him to the chair. 


Throughout the process Peter would feel himself getting more weak and tired. He would also 
become short of breath towards the end of the treatment and eventually his heartbeat became so 
irregular that they were afraid of him coding. 


Peter was usually blacked out by the end of the process so the next time he woke up he was 
strapped to the chair and volts were flowing through him. 


Peter no longer tried to hold back his screams and whimpers, he didn’t care if they heard him break 
down. Searing pain coursed down his limbs and he screamed out. He screamed until his throat was 
bleeding and no noise came out. 


Right now Peter was still laying strapped to his bed frame as the drug was being forced into his 
blood. He was getting tired quicker than normal, but that could be just from general exhaustion. 
Each week they pushed him harder in training and his body was struggling to keep up. 


Peter knew that everything was breaking his body down and if he didn’t increase his strength soon 
he may end up with a bullet to his skull. 


Then everything would be over and Peter would be free from here. It didn’t sound so bad. 


No, Peter thought, / am getting out of here. He started repeating his mantra in his head not noticing 
when his vision started getting blurry. It had only been few hours he shouldn’t be getting bad this 
quick. 


Peter started seizing. 


He wakes up slowly. He is handcuffed to a table. He is in a bright room that he doesn’t recognize. 
Someone is by his side trying to speak with him. He reads the man’s lips. 


"Spider" 


What the hell was he talking about? Was he saying there was one, or was he asking him if there 
was one? He could some more words, or even hearing the infliction of his voice would be nice. 


"Say ready to comply when I address you." 

So the man was addressing him as Spider. What kind of name was that? Was that his name? 
“Ready to comply.” 

"Good (God?), Pll be back (pack?)" 


He was unscrambling the words as he went. The man left the room, leaving him alone strapped to 
the bed. The handcuffs were made of a metal that he couldn’t break. But the bed frame that they 
were attached to was not. He jerked his hands towards the opposite side his body, breaking the 
bed’s metal frame. 


He got out of bed. He was dressed in fitted black sweatpants, a matching black long sleeve, and 
black socks that rose to his mid-calf. He headed towards the door. It was locked. 


He slid both of the handcuffs so that the door handle went through both of them. He staggered his 
legs and yanked his arms back. The door handle snapped off. He was able to put two of his fingers 
threw the new hole and pull the door open. He peaked his head out and saw one man at the end of 
the hall with his back towards him. He quietly went in the other direction. He creeped around 
corners and tried to keep track of where the dead ends were. 


He kept moving. He didn’t run into anyone until he reached the floor above. 


Two women in white coats jolted to a stop when they saw him. One of them turned to the other and 
said, “shit, call Snow.” 


He didn’t wait for them to call someone and he didn’t fight them, he just pushed past and starting 
to run towards the end of the hall. It opened up into a large lobby with glass doors reaching outside. 
It looked like he was in some kind of lab building. The lobby was filled with people in suits and 
white coats. 


Some people were looking at him, he was out of place with his black sweats and missing shoes. He 
ran towards the exit. As he got closer security guards that were heavily armed started to rush 
towards him. One of them grabbed his arm but he was able to maneuver himself away. He reached 
the exit. 


It was hot outside and must have been about midday. He kept running from the building. 


He was in a run down area, there were concrete buildings filling up the city block. They looked 
like ordinary office buildings that were just in need of a paint job. The area wasn’t abandoned, but 
it still must have been more on the outskirts of whatever city he was in. 


He kept running away from the building he came out of. He looked less out of place now, to a 
stranger he would look like a regular jogger. However, he was still was wearing no shoes so he’d 
have to figure that out. He also needed to figure out where the hell he was. 


His memory was still fuzzy, it felt like he still had some sort of drug coursing through him. His 
memories were starting to return but they came back in flashes. He could see random faces and 
rooms, but he couldn’t build a time line. He didn't have time to deal with that yet. 


For some reason he wasn’t freaked out about being lost, alone, and drugged up. There must have 
been a sedative in the drug cocktail because he was feeling calm and tired. 


He knew he just needed to stay calm and find a place where he could stop and get his shit together. 
He kept running down the sidewalk, occasionally jumping to a new street to keep anyone off his 
tail. The lab or office or whatever that was had been located near a port. He could hear the gulls 
close by. He ran further inland by putting distance between him and the sounds of the port. 


It had only been about thirty minutes when he suddenly stopped. He saw a sign for the 75th 
precinct of the New York Police Department. The police, maybe they could help? He had some 
words in his head that were stuck there for some reason: Parker, Queens, Z, and Stark. He knew he 
was going to have to make up a story for the police, but he figured it would be a good place to try 
to get some information. 


He went in through the front doors. There were a few people waiting in chairs and an officer up at 
the front desk. He walked towards her. 


“How can I help you?” 

“Um, I’m looking for some information.” 

His voice was rough and his face must have still be red from the run because it felt hot. 
“You ok kid? Do you need to sit down?” 


He shook his head. “No ma’am, I was hoping you could help me find a report, I’m looking for 
someone.” 


She pulled her keyboard closer to her and nodded. “You need me to pull up a missing persons 
report?” 


“Yeah, lets start there.” 


She looked down at him. It looked like she wanted to ask him more about why he was here, but 
she must have not been that invested because she quickly returned her eyes to the screen. “Ok, 
whats the name?” 


“Try Parker, and focus in Queens.” 

“You know this is a Brooklyn precinct right?” 
He nodded. 

“Ok, is Parker the first or last name?” 

“Um, I’m not sure? Try last.” 


She typed in the information and hit search. It took a few seconds to load. “I have seventeen 


missing people from Queens with the last name Parker over the span of the last thirty years.” 
“How many in the last five?” 

She scanned the list. “Three.” 

“And their first names?” 

“Connor John in 2016, Peter Benjamin in 2018, and May Reilly also in 2018.” 

Peter sucked in his breath. He recognized two of those names. 

His name is Peter Parker. 

His parents, Richard and Mary, and his Uncle Ben are all dead. 

His aunt’s name is May. 

He was the missing Peter and May was missing too. Where the hell was May? 


The police officer was trying to ask if he was okay, but he didn’t answer her. She dragged the three 
files to her second monitor and each showed a preview. She scanned the three photos, surprised to 
see a younger version of the boy pop up in the middle. Peter Benjamin Parker, missing since 2018. 
She glanced at the boy and then back to the picture. “You’re Peter aren’t you? Why don’t you 
come into the back with me and we’ll grab you something to drink?” 


Peter knew what she was trying to do. Get him to a place where he couldn’t run so that they could 
interrogate him on his whereabouts for the past three years. 


Well Peter had had enough interrogation sessions, he fled. 


The City of Ember 


Chapter Notes 


"The trouble with anger is, it gets hold of you. And then you aren't the master of 
yourself anymore. Anger is. And when anger is the boss, you get unintended 
consequences." -Jeanne Duprau, The City of Ember 


“T think we can reduce our visits to once a week. Your leg has healed enough that you can return to 
normal activity. It may still be fatigued at times and you should continue your home exercises, but 
we’ve made a ton of progress.” 


Tony had just finished a session with Mike. He had made a lot of progress since he was rescued 
from HYDRA eight weeks ago. 


“T still want to see you once a week to continue building up your chest strength, but you’re mobility 
has returned to 100%. Don’t push yourself too hard, but you can return to your normal daily 
activities. In a few weeks you should be okay to go out as Ironman again as long as you keep 
progressing the way you have been.” 


Tony nodded along. For once in his life he had been following the doctor’s orders. He hadn’t gone 
on any missions and his lab time was more focused on planning than building. 


This was mostly because Steve wouldn’t allow him to do anything strenuous, but he wanted the 
credit for going along with it. 


“Thanks, Mike. I'll see you next week.” 
“Take care, Tony.” 


Mike packed up his stuff and headed to the elevator. Tony took the private elevator up to the 
communal floor to grab a protein drink before his shower. 


Steve and Bucky were fighting in the kitchen. 


“Just because you haven’t followed a goddamn rule in your life doesn’t mean that others are free to 
go around beating up whoever they have an issue with. Laws are in place to keep us all on an equal 
playing field.” 


“Buck, you and I both know that that is bullshit. Corruption is everywhere and the system is 
broken. Anyone who is willing to see that and try to fix it rather than use it to their advantage is a 
good man.” 


“And what about when he takes it too far? How the hell is he accountable to anyone but himself if 
he insists on wearing that stupid mask?” 


So this was about the new vigilante. New York was full of vigilantes, some the public loved and 
others they hated. The police had officially come out as against vigilantes because they technically 


were breaking the law, but no real effort was made to capture them. 


There was a new vigilante on the streets. He dressed in black sweatpants, a red sweatshirt, and 
some god awful mask that couldn’t be good for his peripheral vision. New York hadn’t officially 
named the new vigilante as he had only been around for about a week. 


Although Tony heard that some called him Spiderman. 


The Avengers were torn on whether the vigilantes were actually helping or if they were just 
causing more trouble. Steve commended them for trying to clean up the neighborhoods by 
stopping low level crime and standing up to “bullies”. Bucky disagreed seeing them as a threat to 
the public since they didn’t operate for any government agency. He had seen what can happen 
when a person with too much power goes unchecked. He had been that person. 


Tony honestly saw both sides. He thought Sam did too. He felt like the child stuck in a divorce, but 
rather than it being his parents it was his best friend and his best friend’s best friend. So yeah, it 
was complicated. 


And of course the two spies were more concerned on discovering his identity than discussing the 
ethics of it. Tony doubted Bruce had even noticed the new vigilante. 


“Can’t we just to agree to disagree?” 


Yes, Tony Stark had become the pacifist of the group. Both Steve and Bucky turned around to see 
him watching them from the threshold. 


“T thought that you would be on my side? I mean you were basically a vigilante until Fury adopted 


you.” 

“First, [never fought crime in a track suit. My armor is a work of art, a revelation if you will. 
Second, Fury didn’t adopt me I joined SHIELD against my will. Apparently being kidnapped is 
kind of my thing.” 


Neither of them looked impressed with him. Maybe it was still too soon. 


“See Steve, Tony started out as a free agent but then he was taken in by SHIELD. I’m not saying 
we get rid of all the vigilantes, we just need someone to regulate them. Make sure that they aren’t 
plotting to take over the world or the lower east side or whatever.” 


Steve went to saying something else, but Tony had had enough. The two of them had been going at 
it for days with no progress. “Alright, let me just grab a snack before you two go back at each 
other’s throats. If theres any blood have DUM-E come clean it up, I’m going to go shower.” 


Tony left the kitchen, but before the elevator closed he could hear the two super soldiers start up 
again. Jesus Christ. 


Tony got out of the shower and threw on some SI sweats and a MIT T-shirt. When he came out of 
his room he could smell something cooking in his kitchen. It was Steve. 


“You get lost on the way to the communal kitchen, Cap?” 


Steve glanced at him and smiled before returning his gaze to whatever was in the frying pan. He 
kept stirring. 


“T figured you’d want something more substantial for dinner after your session with Mike. I know 
its a little early but we can throw on a movie while we eat. I'm making pasta primavera, your 
favorite.” 


Tony slid into one of the stools. He loved watching Steve cook, almost as much as he loved eating 
it. 


“Sorry I didn’t ask you earlier, but how’d the session go?” 


“Good, Mike said I can go down to once a week and focus only on the chest. My leg is back to full 
strength and so I’ll just keep up with the exercises at home.” 


Tony had gone back to giving more than one word answers to the team. Talking to Bucky about his 
time with HYDRA had helped more than he thought it would. It also helped to hear some of the 
stuff Bucky had been through with them. He had already forgiven Bucky for his parents’ deaths but 
hearing more of his story helped him know that he had made the right choice. 


“Thats great, Tones. I’m really proud of the progress you’ ve made, I know it isn’t easy.” 
They both know that Steve isn’t just referring to his physical health. 
“Thanks, Steve” 


The two kept chatting as Steve finished up the pasta. Neither brought up their relationship. They 
had stayed close through Tony’s recovery with the two usually curled up on the couch together at 
the end of the day. On nights when the nightmares got to be too much Steve would crawl into 
Tony’s bed and hold him. 


Nothing happened between the two of them, but their relationship certainly wasn’t the same as it 
had been since before Tony was taken. Tony knew that Steve wanted him to recover before they 
started anything. 


But recovery was slow, and Tony was not known for his patience. Or for being subtle. 
“So are you ever going to ask me out?” 
Steve dropped the spatula into the frying pan. 


“Shit, shit.” He pulled the the spatula out of the frying pan, but some of the oil on the veggies 
splashed up onto his hand. Tony got up from the stool and moved towards him. 


“Shit, Steve ’'m sorry. Are you okay? Here run your hand under cold water.” Tony turned the tap 
on and shoved Steve’s hand under the water. He avoided eye contact. 


Steve was staring at him. 
“Here take this dish rag. Do you need ice or something?” 
“Tones, can you look at me?” 


Tony stopped on his way to the freezer. He turned around and looked up at Steve. Steve hadn’t 
recoiled in disgust so that was a good sign. I mean did Captain America even like guys? He 
probably should have figured that out before assuming that Steve was into him. I mean Steve had 
been all over him these past two months, but maybe he was just being nice? Oh god, Tony was an 
idiot of course Steve wasn’t into him why would he even- 


“Sweetheart?” Steve had gotten close to Tony at some point and was now cupping his jaw with 
one of his hands, “whats going on in that big brain of yours?” 


“T’m sorry I shouldn’t have said that I didn’t me to assume, you were probably just being nice-“ 
“T want to go out with you.” 
“What?” 


Tony stared at Steve trying to see if he was joking. Steve looked serious, and concerned, yeah he 
looked really concerned. 


“T’ve been pretty caught up on you for the past year or so, I’m pretty sure you can ask anyone on 
the team. I just didn’t want to ask you out so soon after Pepper, and then we were so busy with 
missions and you had SI, and then you were hurt, and I guess I just kept making up excuses. But I 
don’t want to make up excuses to stay away from you. 


I want to hold you when you have nightmares, and even when you don’t. I want to bring you coffee 
in your favorite mug and wrap you in that green blanket you always grab on movie night. I want to 
force the team to watch your sci-fi movies and I want to show you all my favorite places in New 
York and maybe you’ll show me yours. I want everything you are willing to give me, Tony. So 
yes, I want to go out with you.” 


Tony was speechless. Tony was used to being the one who loved more, who wore his heart on his 
sleeve. Most people didn’t expect the former playboy to be the sensitive one but with Pepper he 
was always the one telling her how much he needed her. He always thought she felt the same way 
until she walked away from their relationship after telling him that he was too much. 


But Steve Rogers, Captain America himself, had just confessed his love for Tony even if he didn’t 
use the word love. He showed Tony that he knew him better than Pepper or anyone else did. And 
for a man who hid behind masks, being known was being loved. 


And Tony didn’t know what to say back. 
So he went with, “you’re vegetables are burning”. 


Steve’s eyes widened and he turned back to the stovetop. He turned the burner off and moved the 
pan to the back burner to cool. “I think its salvageable, just a little more crispy than I was 
planning.” Steve’s voice didn’t sound as confident as it had before. Now he was the one having an 
inner panic attack. God no wonder it took them so long to get this far, their communication sucked. 


“Steve?” 


Once Steve turned around Tony put his hand behind Steve’s neck and pulled him into a kiss. 
Steve’s hands moved to rest on Tony’s hips and he pulled Tony closer to him. Tony opened his 
mouth and deepened the kiss. The two stood there until Tony pulled back a little to look Steve in 
the eye. 


“I'd give you anything, Steve.” 


Bucky and Tony were still looking for the kid. Bucky had gone to scope out one possible base in 
New Jersey last week, but it had just been a warehouse that was being used to distribute weapons. 
They handed the case off to the feds. 


Tony could tell that Bucky was starting to get tired of searching and nothing coming up. They had 
been at this for weeks with no new leads. Natasha and Clint had moved on to new projects for 
SHIELD, leaving Bucky and Tony the only two left looking for this kid. 


The topic did not go over well with the team so Tony no longer brought up the kid. The team knew 
that Tony was still looking, but they also knew that the chance of finding him was close to zero. 
Occasionally Steve and Tony talked about the kid because Tony would wake up screaming for 
him. But even Steve had stopped looking for him. 


“Maybe we take this in a different direction?” 


The two of them were down in Tony’s lab. They had told the rest of the team that Bucky’s arm 
needed a tune up, but the team had seen through it. Tony had come clean to Steve that Bucky was 
helping him search. He didn’t tell him about sending Bucky to potential HYDRA locations, but he 
didn’t lie either. 


“We’ve looked at this information in every way, HYDRA left us nothing. Maybe the team is right, 
I’m just going to drive myself crazy looking for him." 


“No, we can’t give up on him. I’m sure there have even countless people who have looked for this 
kid, his family, friends, the police, SHIELD, and everyone has given up on him. We aren’t going to 
do that to him.” 


Tony hadn’t heard Bucky sound so adamant about finding the kid before. Usually he just went 
along with whatever Tony said and didn’t ask questions. 


“Whats gotten into you? I figured you would be happy for a way out.” 


Bucky’s eyes searched around the room. He got skittish whenever he was anxious about 
something. 


“You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to.” 


“No, no its fine. Its just I can’t stop thinking about what HYDRA did to me. All the torture, and the 
chair, and the missions. But I started in my 20s, I was already a trained soldier that had seen 
combat. But now they are doing this to a fifteen year old kid with no prior training. And, just, no 
ones even looking for him but us? Like how fucked up is that. So no, I can’t give up on him and 
you can’t either. It doesn’t matter if it drives us crazy cause no one else can give up on him.” 


Tony knew that dealing with HYDRA was tough for Bucky, but sometimes he forgot just how 
much of his life was taken by them. And the thought of the kid’s life ending up the same way was 
terrifying. “You’re right. So you said we need to take this in a different direction, what do you 
mean?” Tony was embarrassed that he even suggested that they stopped looking. He knew Bucky 
wouldn't hold it against him. 


“Well we’ ve been trying to track him through HYDRA, but he wasn’t always with HYDRA. I 
mean he had a life before all this shit.” 


“Right.” 


“So we find out who he was before HYDRA and then we use that to try to find out how HYDRA 
got to him. Maybe that will help us figure out where they’ Il send him.” 


“Ok, but we don’t know anything about his identity or even where he lived, where do we even 
begin?” 


Bucky nodded. Tony could see that he was figuring this plan out in his head as he went. 
“FRIDAY?” 
“Yes, Sergeant Barnes.” 


“Pull up all missing persons reports from June 2017 to June 2019 anywhere in the United States. 
Narrow it down to white males with brown hair between the ages of 12 and 14 that were never 
found. Eliminate anyone with a GPA under a 3.5. Narrow it down to kids whose report was filed by 
a non-family member or an extended family member that lived outside the home.” 


Damn, sometimes Tony forgot that Bucky was also a trained spy. He usually left the strategizing to 
Steve and Natasha even though he was just as capable. 


“Why wouldn’t an immediate family member file the report?” 


“Because HYDRA would kill any immediate family members or people living inside the home to 
cover their tracks. If there is a missing persons report it will be from someone outside the home.” 


Shit, Tony hoped that this kid's family was still alive. Finding him just to tell him that his family 
was gone would be brutal. 


“And why give a two year time frame and an age range? The kid said he had been kidnapped two 
years ago so he would have been thirteen.” 


Bucky nodded. “Yeah we can start with thirteen year olds in 2019, but theres a chance that the kid 
had his information wrong. Did you ever tell him the date? Or did he ever tell you the exact day he 
was kidnapped?” 


Tony shook his head. “No he wasn’t exactly a chatty kid.” 


“Tt can be easy to lose track of time when you aren’t seeing daylight. If he wasn’t asking for the 
date then he could have been wrong on how long he had actually been there. He may not even 
know exactly how old he is. Without specifics we're going to have to cast a larger net so that we 
don’t accidentally exclude his case.” 


Tony was impressed. It was true that by having wider parameters they would have to look through 
more cases, but it would help ensure that his case was one of the ones they looked at. Tony was 
still going to start with 2019 files though. 


“Alright, FRIDAY, how many cases do we have?” 
“756, sir.” 


“Alright start with 2019 and put their pictures up on the screen. If my kid is in one of these files I 
want to know about it.” 


Bucky stood up. “I'll go start a fresh pot as you start looking through them.” 


The first picture was projected on the screen. The young boy was covered in freckles and had a 
wide gap between his front teeth. Tony braced himself to look at all these children who had never 
been found. 


“Not him, next one FRI.” 


Everneath 


Chapter Notes 


"Heroes are made by the paths they choose, not the powers they are graced with." - 
Brodi Ashton, Everneath 


Peter had assumed that when he left HYDRA the days of being beaten were gone. He was wrong. 


He was lying on a rooftop in Queens breathing heavily and clutching his ribs. There was extensive 
bruising on his side left over from yesterday’s fights and now there was a stab wound there too. 
Well more of a slash than a stab wound, he had been able to partially dodge the knife. 


The cut would close up within a day but the damage to his sweatshirt would not. He had found the 
red sweatshirt in a school’s lost and found. He had snuck into the school to use some of their 
chemistry equipment so spotting the lost and found had been luck. The chances of finding a 
replacement sweatshirt were slim so he’d have to web it for now and maybe patch it close later. 


He’d been living on the streets for about a month now, well in a half-collapsed townhouse that was 
maybe a step above the streets. After fleeing the police station he had visited the library. By the 
time he got there it was closed so he had huddled in the alley until the next morning. He was the 
first one in and he headed right to the computers. 


He started by searching his own name. He found a few news articles about his disappearance, a 
school newspaper featuring his science fair win, and four obituaries that mentioned him. He didn’t 
remember the science fair project but he did remember that his parents were dead. 


His parents, Richard and Mary, and his Uncle Ben are all dead. 


Richard and Mary’s obituaries listed him, Ben, and May as their only living relatives. They 
apparently had died in a plane crash when he was four years old. He knew that they were dead but 
he didn’t remember that it was a plane crash. 


He remembered his father leaning down to him to say goodbye. His mother had been upset about 
something and had rushed to the taxi without giving him a hug or kiss. He remembered that it was 
raining when they had left. 


HYDRA had tried to bury his memories underneath pain and suffering but most of his memories 
were tied up in the two anyway. When misery is all you ever know peace is when you begin to 
suffer. 


Well Peter was homeless, alone, and starving, so peace wasn’t really on the table right now. 


The next obituary was for Ben. He was shot in an armed robbery at a convenient store. He had 
been a police officer in Queens, but had been off duty that night. 


There had been blood on his hands. Peter had been there that night, he was the one who found Ben 
bleeding out on the sidewalk. Peter heard people around him yelling and talking on the phone but 


he was focused on covering the wound. Ben had been trying to tell him something but Peter 
couldn’t remember what it was. 


His hands had started to shake. Peter didn’t want to remember this, maybe HYDRA had been doing 
him a favor by removing these memories. 


His hands were still shaking when he clicked on the next one. May Reilly Parker, found dead in her 
car almost three years ago. She was found by a police officer a few days after the police had issued 
the missing persons report. 


The police ruled it a suicide. 


“Dr. Snow?” 
“Yes?” 


“The police in Brooklyn accessed Peter’s missing persons report yesterday evening. It seems that 
his name was then searched on a public computer the following morning at the public library. We 
sent agents to the library to see if he’s still there.” 


HYDRA had lost its asset two days ago, sending all the agents into high alert. Most assumed that 
Peter would go right to the police and SHIELD would be searching the base by the end of the 
week. Dr. Snow knew that Peter wouldn’t do that. 


While HYDRA could never break his memories, they had still brainwashed him more than he 
realized. They had instilled a fear and distrust of others that would probably never go away. Peter 
would not seek help because he only knew a cruel world in which weakness led to exploitation. 


So Peter would run or he would hide, as the weak always do. Since Peter only knew life at 
HYDRA or in New York City, he would most likely try to camouflage himself in the busyness of 
New York. Peter would hide. 


Like a coward. 


Peter needed to move forward. He didn’t have time to grieve May, or Ben, or his parents. He didn’t 
have time to think about how Tony Stark had died for him which was the same as dying for 
nothing. Living on the streets kept him in survival mode. 


After the first night in the library’s alley he decided that he needed to find shelter. Homelessness 
had risen in New York after the Chitauri invasion as homes were destroyed and people lost their 
businesses and jobs. A higher homeless population meant that there were less places to set up 
camp. People became territorial about where they slept, usually because its the only thing they had 
to hold onto. 


But Peter had an advantage. He could climb up to rooftops or rafters. 


He decided to lay claim to an abandoned townhouse. It looked like there had been a fire and rather 
than rebuilding, the windows had just been shuttered. The second and third floors had collapsed 
into the first leaving no way to reach the top floor. Peter decided to place his stuff on the fourth 
floor which had sustained little damage from the fire. 


This way he could enter and leave either through the fourth floor window, or he could web himself 
up through the collapsed section. The limited accessibility was working in his favor. 


The fourth floor had a bedroom, a bathroom, and a hallway that led to the non-functional staircase. 
The kitchen and other living spaces must have been on the first three floors. The utilities had been 
shut off but Peter was smart and he knew that he could steal electricity if he could scavenge the 
necessary tools. If he could also build or find an electric space heater and an electric tea kettle he 
would be set for heat and warm food. Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad. 


Peter started by sweeping the floor using a piece of plywood to gather the debris. He swept it all 
towards the staircase. Next, he inventoried what had been left in the room. There was a wooden 
desk and matching chair set up in front of the window and a bookcase stacked with books along 
the back wall. In the closet there were two empty suitcases, a throw blanket, three umbrellas, and a 
pair of work boots. The boots were a little big on Peter but he was desperate for shoes. The 
librarian had given him a dirty look when she saw his bare feet on his way out. 


The owners of the townhouse must have been using this room as a home office and for storage. 
There weren’t any personal effects so it must not have been used often, or the firefighters had 
gathered them when clearing the building. 


The bathroom had a half empty bottle of hand soap, two washcloths, and cup holding a toothbrush. 
The was no water but if Peter could get a jug of water up here he could at least brush his teeth and 
wash himself with a damp cloth. Peter knew that the lack of food and water was going to be a big 
issue that couldn’t be put off for much longer. He could feel himself already getting worn down 
from one day without food. 


However, he pulled the blanket from the closet and sat in the corner facing the door. He decided 
that he could get a few hours of shut eye and tackle the food issue in the morning. Peter was out in 
a few minutes. 


Peter didn’t dream. There were no nightmares, no memories of HYDRA, no memories at all. He 
opened his eyes and saw that it was dark in the room. It took him a minute to get his bearings. He 
was still curled up in the corner of the bedroom. 


He had taken down half of the wooden plywood that had been placed on the window. This way he 
could get some light in the room during the day and he would have an easy exit. At night he would 
put the board back up so that no one could see him but during the day it would be impossible to see 
in the room anyway. 


He must have forgotten to put the board back earlier because Peter could see that it was dark 
outside. 


He had been woken up by a noise but he didn’t know what it was. He was still a little groggy and 
the hunger pains weren't helping. There was no one in the house, but with Peter’s hearing the noise 
could be coming from anywhere on the city block. He picked it up again. 


A woman was screaming. 
A woman was screaming about four hundred yards from the building. He froze. 


The only screaming Peter had heard in years was his own. He was used to being the one in pain. 
But he knew what it was like to know that no one was coming for you. He knew that he couldn't sit 


here and listen. Without thinking Peter climbed out the window and down the side of the building. 


He sprinted through the alley and out onto the sidewalk. He was still three hundred yards away. 
The screaming had turned into muffled yelling but Peter had locked onto the noise to isolate it. He 
kept moving towards the woman. 


It took him another minute to reach her. A man had her pinned again the wall using his body and 
was covering her mouth with his hand. His other hand was grasping at her shirt. She was crying 
hysterically but the sound was being muffled by his hand. 


“Shut up, bitch.” 


The man growled at her as he struggled to remove her shirt. The woman looked to the side and saw 
Peter there. She started to cry harder. 


Peter grabbed the man. He must have used too much strength because he had flung him into the 
wall on the other side. The man struggled to get to his feet. He was clutching his arm which 
looked like it may have been broken by Peter. 


Peter turned to the woman, “run’’. 


She was still frozen in place. She was looking between Peter and the man. She was still in shock 
over the assault and seeing a skinny teenage boy toss a full grown man into a wall with no effort. 
She knew he was a mutant, well enhanced technically, and she also knew his face. 


“Get out of here, go!” 


The urgency in his voice must have snapped her out of it. She looked at him one more time before 
bolting. 


Peter turned back to the man who had made it to his feet. He was still unsteady, but Peter didn’t 
know if that was from hitting the wall or the alcohol that he could smell on his breath. 


Peter took a swing at the man and connected with his nose. He heard it snap. The man fell back but 
he was still conscious. He grunted as he hit the pavement. 


Peter moved forward again and kept punching the man. He got a few hits in on his abdomen and 
two more on his face. The eye socket was probably broken and his torso would have extensive 
bruising tomorrow. Peter didn’t stop until he heard the police sirens. 


She must have called the police and from the sound of it they would be here in less than a minute. 
Peter looked down at the man, who was now unconscious. He looked at his hands which were 
covered in bruises and blood. They were red. 


They were red just like when Ben died. Peter had held him as he bled out. By the time the 
paramedics came, Ben was dead and Peter was staring at the blood. He didn’t even realize that the 
paramedics were talking to him until they started to wipe the blood off his hands with a towel. Oh 
god, there was so much blood. 


Now the blood on his hands were from hurting someone else. He had almost just killed a man. The 
sirens were getting closer now, Peter needed to go. 


He sprinted towards the other end of the alley, he hoped it wasn’t a dead end. It was. He scaled the 
building and made it to the rooftop before the police arrived at the scene. He couldn’t hear what 
the officers were saying because his breathing was too fast and the blood was in his ears. 


He kept pushing his body so that he could get back to his room. He was able to climb the building 
even as his hands shook. He fell in through the window and curled into a ball. His fingers grasped 
his arms and his nails were starting to draw blood. He knew he needed to calm down. This used to 
happen a lot when he was first brought to HYDRA so he knew how to get his breathing under 
control. 


His name is Peter Parker. 

His parents, Richard and Mary, and his Uncle Ben are all dead. 
His aunt’s name is May. 

He doesn’t know if she is dead. 

No yes he did, she was dead. 

Everyone was dead. 


His mantra had changed from when he had first created it. When he was brought to HYDRA and 
told that they were going to take his memories, he created the mantra so that he wouldn’t forget 
who he was. But he had started to use it as a grounding method when the suffering got to be too 
much. 


And right now it was too much. 
Because a man might be dead because of him. 
But a girl was also safe because of him. 


He needed to find a way to save people without hurting others. He knew better than most the things 
that pain can do to you and he was in no place to judge them. He had seen his fellow prisoners do 
terrible things to avoid pain, and he had let the terrible things happen. As he thought this through 
he traced the Spider brand that had been burned into his skin under the QKCS4550. 


He thought of how he had been given these abilities by chance, but that he could do something 
with them to help people. Before being captured he had been going out at night helping to stop 
petty crimes in his neighborhood. Now he was a more skilled fighter and he had more time to 
spend out at night. He could help with bigger crimes. 


He could make up for Z. 
And Tony. 
And May. 


And so, Spiderman was born. 


The Song of Achilles 


Chapter Notes 


"Name one hero who was happy." -Madeline Miller, The Story of Achilles 


“T have more coming onto the shore, I need backup.” 
“Sorry Hawkeye, I’m caught up here.” 


The sound of Cap fighting filled the comms as he replied to Clint. The Avengers were spread thin 
and they were struggling to make progress in fighting the robots that were coming in by the 
boatload. 


Sam had returned to DC to get the rest of his things so they were down a man and the team was 
exhausted. This was their third mission in two weeks. Luckily they didn’t have to travel far since 
they were currently fighting on Staten Island. 


“Clint, ’m coming to you. I'll be there in a minute-“. The team could hear Tony grunt over the 
comms. “Jesus these fuckers are relentless.” 


“Tronman cut the chatter. Widow status report?” 


“T got one of the robots to Hill and SHIELD is tracking their signal now. We should know where 
the person controlling them is in a few minutes.” 


Tony flew towards Clint who was perched on a building near the shoreline. SHIELD had just 
dropped him more arrows but he was still going through them quickly. He was using the exploding 
arrows that Tony had made him last week so he could take a few of them down with each hit. 


Tony landed behind Clint. “How are the arrows holding up?” 


Clint didn’t stop shooting even as Tony came up behind him. “I could use a bigger explosion to get 
rid of more of them at once. I could also use my teammate using his repulsers to fry the bastards 
rather than making small talk.” 


Tony always liked Clint for giving him shit. He took off and headed towards the boat that had just 
landed. He held up his repulsors and started to fire at the robots, aiming at their legs. It took a few 
seconds to melt the joints enough that the robots would lose movement. There were too many of 
them to completely fry them so they were just focusing on incapacitating them until SHIELD could 
find the source. 


With the new threat neutralized he brought his hand up to his comm. “Anyone need some 
backup?” 


Cap answered first, “I’m good here, Thor?” 


“T am alright Captain, my lightning has proved to be quite effective against these silver 


midguardians.” 
“Widow?” 
“North perimeter is holding. I have Spiderman with me, he is getting civilians out of the way.” 


There was a pause on the comms. The vigilante debate was still ongoing in the tower, some 
supported them and others were more wary. Bucky was the biggest adversary of vigilantes and 
Sam was starting to join him. 


But the team that was currently in the field all agreed that the vigilantes were ultimately helpful. 
They had made a pact to not pursue them unless one of them crossed a line or if SHIELD 
instructed them to do so. Steve was the first to reply, “alright keep us updated Widow and make 
sure Spiderman stays around afterwards, I want to have a word”. 


“Copy.” 


Tony wanted to go help Nat so that he could meet the new vigilante, but if she said that she didn’t 
need help then he didn’t want to risk her wrath by showing up. He decided to head back to where 
Steve was. 


Steve was still fighting about seven robots on his own using his shield and just hand-to-hand. Tony 
flew down and used his repulsors to hit two of them and launched a small explosive at another one. 
All three went down. 


“Thanks, Ironman’. 


Tony could’t help but smile. The team had been working together for years and yet Steve insisted 
on using their code names in the field. Originally Tony thought that Steve was just trying to be 
professional. Now, he saw that it was a way for Steve to separate his personal life from the work. 
And if it made it easier for Steve to sleep then Tony would stop teasing him about it. Well most of 
the time anyway. 


“Anytime, Captain Rogers.” 
“Save the foreplay for the bedroom love birds.” Clint was never one for professionalism. 


Tony was going to head back towards Clint to check up on him when he saw the robots start to fall. 
SHIELD must have found and took down the creator of the robots because they had all been shut 
down. 


“SHIELD found the source, return back to the tower for debrief. I'll send agents in for cleanup.” 


Tony heard Fury’s order and turned around to collect Steve. The others would find their own way 
back to the tower. “Need a ride?” 


Steve was still breathing hard from the fight but smiled at him. “Always, shellhead”’. 


Nat had been trying to secure the Northern perimeter when she saw the red figure swing towards 
her. Spiderman was the newest vigilante to pop up in New York and Nat was surprised to see him 
in this area. “Shouldn’t you be in Queens?” 


Spiderman was about fifty yards away from her but from what she knew about his fighting style he 


most likely had super-hearing. She had seen him dodge bullets and lose tails that were following 
him from over one hundred yards away. 


“Tt looked like you could use the help.” 


It was the first time that she had heard his voice. He was young, really young. Nat would estimate 
that he was no older than twenty, probably a local college student. 


She was too busy taking on two robots to watch his fighting style but from what she could hear he 
was taking them down with ease. She heard an occasional grunt but other than that he was silent. 


Even his footsteps were silent. She assumed that he had some sort of training to be able to make so 
little noise. 


“T need to get one of these robots to SHIELD so that they can track the signal. Can you hold the 
Northern perimeter?” 


Nat hated asking for help but from what she was hearing on the comms everyone else was 
preoccupied. Spiderman just nodded at her. Nat grabbed the torso of a robot that had been 
decapitated and de-armed, literally. Spiderman came towards her and ripped the legs off with ease, 
making it easier for her to carry. 


Nat took the stairs back down to street level and took off on her motorcycle towards the closest 
SHIELD vehicle. There was one about two blocks from where she had started and it didn’t take her 
long to maneuver through the debris in the streets. She still saw some robots running loose but she 
didn’t have time to stop. 


The back doors of SHIELD’s van flew open before she even reached it. An unfamiliar agent and 
Maria Hill stepped out and took the robot from her. They would hopefully be able to back track the 
signal using the equipment in their van. If not, they would have to transport it back to SHIELD’s 
headquarters in Manhattan. 


Nat started to head back to where she left Spiderman. She heard Clint ask for backup and Tony tell 
him that he was on his way. 


“Tronman cut the chatter. Widow status report?” 


“T got one of the robots to Hill and SHIELD is tracking their signal now. We should know where 
the person controlling them is in a few minutes.” 


Steve didn’t reply, he must have been held up by the next wave. Nat reached the building that she 
had been perched on and she made her way up to the roof. Spiderman was sitting on the side of the 
building hunched forward. She knew that he had heard her coming because his shoulders tensed. 


“Everthing okay?” 


“Yeah, I’m just trying to isolate noises. When this many people are screaming and you have robots 
everywhere it makes it hard to hone in on who needs help. I think theres a family trapped in their 
car about a block away I’m trying to discern which direction.” 


Nat didn’t reply to him, she didn’t want to distract him. At least she confirmed the super-hearing. 


Spiderman was different from the other vigilantes she had met. Deadpool was a nutcase that 
enjoyed the violence more than the saving. She would say he was more of a mercenary than a 
vigilante. Daredevil had a strong moral code that reduced her concerns over him crossing the line. 


Most of the other vigilantes they saw didn’t make it more than a few weeks, they either stopped 
going out or they got in over their heads and were killed. 


But Spiderman was new to the game and she couldn’t tell what his motivation was. He didn’t go 
after a certain type of criminal and his fighting style varied depending on who he fought. He relied 
heavily on his powers and had never been seen using a weapon besides his webs. While he stayed 
mostly in Queens he would occasionally leave, like today. 


Nat didn’t think that he would become a threat to them but she still wanted to know more about 
him and why he was doing this. She watched him jump off the side of the building and start 
swinging away. He must have discovered where the family’s cries were coming from. 


Nat headed down from the rooftop. SHIELD still hadn’t found the source and so her best option 
was to take the fight to the streets. The robots were still scaling the skyscrapers but some were left 
in the streets, throwing cars and entering stores through broken windows. 


She wanted to save her ammunition so she used her widow bites to shock them. She had taken 
down another six before she saw Spiderman again. 


“Need some help?” 


“Keep clearing out civilians,” she was yelling as she brought down a seventh robot, “I'll stay here. 
SHIELD should be shutting down the robots in a few minutes so don’t worry too much about 
them, focus on civilians.” 


Spiderman took off towards another car pileup. Nat turned towards the robots again and lost track 
of what Spiderman was doing. 


Ironman was back on the comms, “anyone need some backup?” 
“T’m good here, Thor?” 


“T am alright Captain, my lightning has proved to be quite effective against these silver 
midguardians.” 


“Widow?” 


Nat still hadn’t told the rest of the team about Spiderman’s appearance. The team had been arguing 
about vigilantes since Spiderman joined the scene and she didn’t want to distract from the fight. 


“North perimeter is holding. I have Spiderman with me, he is getting civilians out of the way.” 


She wanted them to know that Spiderman was sticking to clearing out civilians so they didn’t 
worry about him crashing their mission. After a minute Steve replied to her, “alright keep us 
updated Widow and make sure Spiderman stays around afterwards, I want to have a word”. 


“Copy.” 


She knew that the chance of her persuading him to stay was slim. He was more of a lone wolf so 
the offer to have a team meeting with Captain America probably wouldn’t be appealing to him. 
However, she didn’t want to argue with the team leader so she just let it go. 


Soon thereafter the robots started to drop and the fight was done. Fury instructed them to go back 
to the tower for debrief. 


Nat looked around but didn’t see the Spider anywhere. He was probably still helping civilians so 
Nat let it go. 


The team could chat with him some other time. 


The mission had been a few days ago and the Avengers were taking the time to rest before the next 
mission came in. The tower was quiet. Thor had gone back to Asgard and Sam wouldn’t be back 
from DC until next week. 


Steve had gone down to the communal kitchen for dinner but no one else was down there. 
“FRIDAY, wheres Tony?” 


“Boss is in his workshop.” 


Steve should have known. Since being cleared the genius was spending over twelve hours a day 
down there just trying to catch up on work. After taking months off from building he was behind 
on all his SI projects. Plus he was still insisting on updating the Avenger’s gear and his suits. “Can 
you tell him its time for dinner?” 


“T am afraid that boss is in no shape to leave his workshop.” 


What the hell did that mean? Was he hurt? Oh god, Steve couldn’t deal with Tony being hurt 
again. Not after he had just finished all of his PT and had been given a clear bill of health. “Whats 
wrong?” 


“Boss has been drinking for a few hours now, I think you should go check on him, Captain.” 


Steve hadn’t seen Tony get drunk since Pepper left him. He still had an occasional drink at a social 
gathering but he had left the binge drinking behind. If Tony was drinking heavily then something 
was seriously wrong. Steve rushed to the workshop. 


Tony was sitting with his back to the door, propped up by his desk. DUM-E was next to him but 
Steve couldn’t see movement from either one of them. He pushed the workshop’s door open and 
walked in. DUM-E turned his camera towards him and then back at Tony, but the man himself 
made no moves. 


“Tones? You okay?” 
“Steve? What are you doing- Steve you should go. I don’t want you to see me like this.” 


Steve walked around until he was in front of Tony and then crouched down. Tony’s eyes were 
glazed over and he had tear tracks down his face. “Sweetheart, whats wrong?” 


Tony always loved when Steve called him Sweetheart, or Doll, or any of his other sappy 
nicknames. 


“He would have been seventeen. Peter would have been seventeen today but I can’t find him, 
Steve, I can’t find him anywhere. I’ve searched through the information we have on him and 
HYDRA and I can’t find anything. And I know I shouldn’t be crying over some kid I only knew a 
few weeks but I miss him. I miss him but I can’t find him.” 


It broke his heart to see Tony this way. The Avengers and SHIELD and exhausted their resources 
trying to find the kid and they found nothing. 


Absolutely nothing. 


And Tony was shaken. He felt so guilty that he had been separated from the kid and that he had 
been rescued instead. And all Steve could do was watch his love fall apart. The last time he had 
seen Tony truly happy was when he had discovered the kid’s name. 


Steve had been in the living room he now shared with Tony. He was drinking tea and sketching, 
waiting for Tony to come upstairs so they could crawl into bed. The elevator opened and he saw 
Tony run into the living room with Bucky not far behind. It was still weird to see those two 
together. 


“Peter! The kid's name is Peter!” Tony was breathless as he crashed into Steve. Steve’s tea had 
spilled over the drawing of Tony and Bruce that he had been working on. 


“What?” 


“Buck and I found the kid. We went through missing person reports, Bucky helped me narrow it 
down. His name is Peter Benjamin Parker and he’s sixteen years old. He’s from Queens and he’s 
smart, like genius level smart.” 


Steve found himself smiling just because Tony was. Even Bucky looked happy. “We are going to 
call the team to the conference room and dig through his files to see if theres anything helpful in 
them, but I wanted to tell you first. I know I haven’t been spending a lot of time with you these past 
few days, but we’re close Steve. I feel like we are really close to finding him." 


That had been two weeks ago and they were no closer to finding him. The team looked through all 
the information on him and found nothing helpful. Instead they found a tragic backstory: dead 
parents, dead aunt and uncle, no other living family, and no friends that were looking for him. 


The kid had nothing to come back to. At least nothing from his life before because Tony vowed to 
give the kid anything he wanted. The team couldn’t help but agree. 


Now Tony was sitting on the floor, drunk, and had no other ideas on how to find the kid. Bucky 
and Tony stopped meeting to look for the kid and the rest of the team avoided the subject. 


Tony had put up a mask, not letting any of his emotions overtake him during the day. He got his 
work done, he went on missions, he joked with the team. Only Steve really knew how hard Tony 
was taking it. 


Steve saw how Tony cried out at night for the kid and struggled to get out of bed in the morning. 
He knew that Tony was still looking through old pictures of Peter and rereading all his 
information, even though he knew it all by heart. 


Steve had forgotten about the kid’s birthday. He had seen it in the file a few times, but he never 
made an effort to remember it. August 10. Now Steve wouldn’t let himself forget it. 


He kept stroking Tony’s back and the genius leaned into the blonde to rest his head on his chest. 


“The kid always said that names were meaningless in HYDRA. I’m starting to realize that names 
are pretty meaningless outside of HYDRA too because all I have is his name and no idea where he 


”° 
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The Iliad 


Chapter Notes 


"Any moment might be our last. Everything is more beautiful because we're doomed." 
-Homer, The Iliad 


Peter had heard Tony’s voice over Black Widow’s comms. 
And he was freaking out. 


Tony was dead, Peter had seen him be shot twice and left in their cell. And yet as he was trying to 
listen for people calling for help he heard Tony ask for backup. 


He had almost turned around and asked Black Widow if Tony was here, but before he could he 
heard voices calling for help. He had come here to help and thats what he was going to do. 
Everything else could wait. 


Once the fight was over, Peter headed back towards Queens and to one of the libraries. Before 
making any more moves he needed to verify that it was actually Tony in the Ironman suit and not 
just some AI with his voice. Peter knew that it was unlikely, but he had been manipulated for years 
so he had learned that he couldn't trust what seemed obvious. 


After being deprived of knowledge for so long, his comfort came from books and internet searches. 
He could trust them more than he could trust himself or anyone else. He tried to rotate which 
library he went to so that the librarians wouldn’t get to know him. Since Peter was still in a state of 
panic he went to the closest library he knew of and rushed to the computers without greeting the 
woman at the desk. 


He typed in Tony Stark. 


He started to scan the most recent news articles. There were some about his company and others 
about the Avengers. He opened one. 


The Avengers have kept busy these past few weeks as they continue to search for information on 
the organization known as HYDRA, which famously captured and tortured James “Bucky” Barnes. 
HYDRA has been a major focus of the group since their formation, but in the past few weeks the 
team has made it their sole priority. 


Some are speculating that the shift has to do with Tony Stark’s supposed car accident that 
occurred almost two months ago. The billionaire and head of Stark Industries was reportedly 
injured badly in a car accident yet no police records were found on the incident. This brings into 
question whether HYDRA was actually responsible for the accident? 


At a recent press conference the Avengers and Tony Stark himself denied these rumors but were 
unable to give a specific reason as to why they were focusing so much on HYDRA. Captain 
America commented that “HYDRA has always been a looming threat but recent developments 
show us that they are more present than ever”. The Captain was not wiling to expand further on 


this statement leaving us all with a lot of questions. 


Tony Stark himself denied these rumors. Peter checked the publication of the article, it had been 
uploaded three days ago. Peter back clicked and started reading more recent articles, each one 
confirming what he already knew. 


Tony was alive. 


Peter went out as Spiderman again that night. He knew that he should rest after the fight but after 
finding out that Tony was alive he needed a distraction. He had considered marching right into the 
tower but something held him back. 


He may not be responsible for Tony’s death but he did leave him in the cell. And to be honest he 
hadn’t treated Tony all that well to begin with. He barely spoke to him and when he did it was 
usually to give him instructions or tell him to shut the hell up. 


So yeah, they weren’t exactly friends. Tony had helped Peter after being tortured, but he was a 
hero he couldn’t leave a kid bleeding out even if that kid was an asshole. And the only reason Tony 
had included Peter in the plan to get out was because he needed Peter’s intel. Peter kept telling 
himself all of this so that he didn't have to go face the man. 


Peter knew that he couldn’t avoid the man forever. If nothing else he owed Tony an explanation, 
and he wanted to see him alive with his own eyes. If he could just get through tonight he would 
make himself go to the tower tomorrow. 


So Peter pushed away his thoughts on Tony Stark and went back out as Spiderman. He was 
exhausted from the previous mission and he was hungry. He had found some food thrown out 
behind an Italian restaurant the previous night but it wasn’t enough to sustain his metabolism. 


Yet he couldn’t allow his personal issues to slow him down. So he threw the red sweatshirt over his 
black long sleeve and took off his work boots leaving him in his black socks. He climbed out his 
bedroom window and went up to the roof. He perched on the side waiting for something to alert 
him. He heard gun fire from a few blocks away and leaped. 


Peter lasted three hours before he knew it was quitting time. His body was slowing down and he 
couldn’t risk getting shot or stabbed because his reflexes were too slow. His healing factor had 
slowed significantly without proper nutrition. Now without medical care a simple mistake could 
become fatal for him. If HYDRA were smart they would have started starving him a long time ago. 


He was headed back to his room when he felt the back of his neck tingle. There was no immediate 
threat but someone was watching him. His first thought was that HYDRA had found him. 


But if it were HYDRA they probably wouldn’t have followed him. He had proved useless to them 
so there was probably a shoot to kill order on him. 


So not HYDRA. 


He kept moving across the rooftops but scanned his surroundings. Whoever was following him 
was able to keep up with him and they barely made a sound. 


He stopped abruptly. “Whoever is there can come out, I don’t bite”. What the hell, he didn’t have 
much to lose. 


“You’re a hard man to sneak up on’. 
Peter smiled. Widow was back. 


“Why the need to sneak up on me? I thought we made a pretty good team.” He turned to face her. 
She was decked out in black clothing and weapons were plastered to her hips and outer thigh. He 
was sure there were more that he couldn’t see. 


“Well a girl can never be too careful.” 


Peter was going to reply when he felt his neck tingle again. Widow had brought a friend. They 
were positioned on another rooftop about three hundred yards away. And they had an arrow 
pointed at Peter’s head. 


“Tell Hawkeye to drop the bow I’m not going to hurt you.” 


Hawkeye must have been listening in because he lowered the bow slightly without Widow having 
to say anything. He still had it drawn back and ready to fire. Peter expected nothing less. 


“SHIELD sent us to bring you in. You aren’t under arrest but we can’t have an enhanced individual 
who is highly trained running around with no supervision. The Accords mandate that you share 
your identity with us and we’ ll keep it confidential unless you are brought up on federal charges.” 


“And who decides when I cross the line? The same organization that was infiltrated by HYDRA a 
few years ago?” 


Peter had read up on HYDRA’ infiltration into SHIELD. HYDRA had moles in every government 
sector and every major company, there was no way Peter was giving up his identity. 


He also had read about how it was the Black Widow who had dumped classified information onto 
the web to expose the breach. She may be a spy but she didn’t have a lot of sway when it came to 
convincing him that his identity would stay classified. 


“Your identity won’t be saved on any server and the people who know it will have a level eight 
clearance. That means Director Fury and Assistant Director Hill are the only two that will know it, 
not even the Avengers will know.” 


“And you would be okay with that? Not knowing?” 
She smiled. She liked him. 


“Okay with it? No. But I understand the importance of secrets and hidden identities so I'll respect 
ite” 

Her heart rate didn’t increase but she was a trained spy so she could still be lying. He couldn’t take 
the chance. 


“T’m sorry, but the answer is no.” 


Hawkeye raised his bow and shot it as soon as he finished. Peter stepped out of its way but before 
he could get his bearings Widow was lunging at him. She had grabbed one of the knives off her 
belt and was aiming it at his shoulder. 


Peter grabbed her wrist and pressed hard enough to get her to drop it without actually crushing her 
wrist. She recovered quickly and wrapped her legs around his waist, throwing her weight enough 


that he lost his balance. He crashed to the ground with her on top of him. 
“Sorry Spidey, but Fury said by any means necessary.” 


Hawkeye shot another arrow and it landed right where his head had been. Luckily he had rolled 
over just in time, taking the Black Widow with him. The sudden movement caused her to release 
her legs letting Peter get up. She didn’t hesitate to come after him again, this time aiming an elbow 
at his face. 


He let her elbow hit him as it gave him time to wrap his hands around her waist. He picked her up 
and tossed her into the concrete barrier behind him. He did it just hard enough to slow her down. 
He could feel blood dripping from his nose and he had heard it snap. 


Peter used his webs to secure her to the wall. He was about to leave when the back of his neck 
tingled again, but this time it wasn't telling him that he was in danger but that Widow was. He 
flung himself in front of her right before the arrow struck. 


The arrow hit him in the side. He inhaled sharply and stumbled forward. He looked down to see 
the arrow protruding from his abdomen. When he looked back up he saw the Widow’s eyes widen 
in surprise. She wasn’t expecting Hawkeye to fire an arrow at her and she certainly wasn’t 
expecting Spiderman to jump in front of it. 


Peter held his breath as he tore the arrow from his side. He didn’t even scream as it tore back 
through his side, causing more blood to flow out. He took the arrow and threw it at Widow’s feet. 
“Send my regards to Hawkeye”. 


And with that he was gone. His side was still dripping with blood but he knew that with some food 
and bandaging he'd be fine. He webbed up the wound and kept swinging home. 


Steve looked up to see Nat and Clint exiting the elevator. Both of them were freshly showered and 
dressed in SHIELD clothing. Neither of them looked very happy but Steve couldn’t see any 
bandages or injuries. “Did you two have a mission?” 


“Yeah something like that. Fury wanted us to get some information but it didn’t go so well.” 


Steve figured that Clint wasn’t supposed to say anything based on Nat’s angered expression. The 
two of them often went on SHIELD missions alone but usually they could discuss them afterwards 
with the team. 


“You guys okay?” 
“Yeah we’re fine. No one was injured, Cap.” 


Steve wasn’t happy with Nat’s quick report but he knew that he wouldn’t get more out of them so 
he let it go. Or at least he tried to. Just as he looked back down at his book he heard Clint mutter, 
“Sust Spiderman’. 


“Spiderman?” 


That got everyone’s attention. After they had gotten back from Staten Island they had gotten into 
another fight about the vigilante. Everyone was curious as to who was behind the mask and some 
were more vocal about doing something to find out. 


“Yeah, Clint shot him with an arrow.” 


It looked like Nat was giving up on keeping the mission confidential. She still sounded pissed 
though so there must have been more to it. 


“No offense Tash but you weren’t making any progress with him. He could sense your moves 
before you made them and with his enhanced speed and agility he was kicking your ass.” 


“So you shot an arrow at me?” 


That didn’t make any sense, Nat had said that Spiderman had been shot not her. And why would 
Clint shoot his own teammate? Steve was about to ask when Bruce cut in. 


“Can you guys just tell us what happened?” 


“Fury instructed Clint and I to go tail Spiderman and talk to him. SHIELD is trying to bring him in 
to find out his identity. They promise to keep it confidential but they want to know just in case 
Spidey goes too far. The Accords mandate that a government agency needs to supervise all 
individuals acting as a vigilante.” 


“Wait- I thought Deadpool and Daredevil both worked on their own?” 


“Deadpool is a mercenary not a vigilante. The government is unwilling to work with him but they 
have been unsuccessful at bringing him in or stopping him. They are still trying to bring in 
Daredevil to learn his identity but no one has been able to get close enough.” 


Clint jumped in, “as for Spiderman he’s so new that this is the first time that we have tried to reach 
out to him. Fury thought by working with us earlier today he would be more open to coming in. 
However as soon as Tash brought it up he turned us down. Fury had said bring him in under means 
necessary because they don’t want a repeat of Daredevil. He dodged all of my arrows and Tash 
wasn’t able to make significant contact. I could tell from his fighting style that he was able to sense 
danger before it came and with his protective nature I figured he would jump in front of Tash if I 
fired an arrow at her. And he did.” 


“Then where is he?” 


“We don’t know. Spider pulled the arrow out without even crying out. He then put some webbing 
over it and swung away. Between that and the broken nose Tash gave him he didn’t even flinch. 
That man can take a hit.” 


“You should have told the team.” 


Everyone looked at Steve. He had been listening intently to everything the two had been saying. 
“If you were going out to possibly take down a highly trained and enhanced individual you should 
have told us.” 


“Tt wasn’t our call, it was Fury’s. Plus I thought you were all for vigilantes, I wouldn’t think you’d 
be okay with it.” 


“T’m not, but if my team is going to put themselves in danger for a mission then I want to be there 
with them. Let’s call Tony and start planning our next move.” 


Peter had made it back to his room. He was still bleeding as the swinging couldn’t have been good 


for the open wound but it was slowing down. Peter still had some left over bread that he gotten 
from the dumpster yesterday so he'd make that his dinner. The calories and some rest should be 
enough to kick start his healing factor into stitching up the wound. 


Peter peeled off his sweatshirt and the undershirt, careful not to aggravate the wound. He threw 
both of them in the sink. He could use the jug of water to rinse them off and then he’d let them dry 
out in the sun tomorrow. He used some of the water to rinse the wound, hissing as it caused some 
burning. He also rinsed the blood off his face from his nose and threw the mask in the sink. 


Peter had been sure that the Avengers were going to leave him alone, especially after fighting 
beside them earlier. He was stupid to think that they saw him as anything but a threat. As long as 
SHIELD wanted his identity he would never be able to work with them. 


And if he couldn’t work with them then he couldn’t go to Tony. 


Now that the two spies had heard his voice he couldn’t go to the tower, even just as Peter Parker. 
And he certainly couldn’t go as Spiderman. So as Peter rolled over in his makeshift bed he vowed 
to never seek out Tony no matter how bad things got. 


He was now truly on his own. 


Oedipus Rex 


Chapter Notes 


"[ have no desire to suffer twice, in reality and then in retrospect." -Sophocles, 
Oedipus Rex 


Ironman had shot him in the shoulder. 
Tony had shot him in the shoulder. 


The Avengers had become a bigger problem than Peter was expecting. While most of their time 
was still spent on tracking HYDRA, Spiderman had become a prominent focus point for them. 


After Black Widow and Hawkeye had shown up a few weeks ago, more Avengers started to visit. 
Often Widow was there as she was the best at tracking him, but other times the Avengers didn’t 
even bother to be stealthy. They showed up when he was fighting large threats, and when he was 
scaring off bicycle thieves, and even when he was just resting on a rooftop. 


At the beginning they were just trying to convince Peter to give up his identity or at least come 
meet with their boss. However, as they realized that Spiderman was never giving up his identity 
they become more frustrated and consequently more violent. 


Last week alone he had sustained a broken wrist, fractured ribs, several contusions, and a 
concussion. Most of his injuries were from engaging in hand-to-hand combat with them, but the 
concussion came from Cap’s shield clipping Peter in the head. At first Peter had been able to hold 
his own and get out of the encounters relatively unharmed. However these fights had been 
occurring multiple times a week for over a month and it was starting to take a toll on Peter’s body. 


Hence the shoulder wound, courtesy of Tony. 


Peter had gone out as Spiderman around midnight and had made it five hours before Tony, Widow, 
Hawkeye, and the Captain had showed up. Peter had been varying his patrol times and locations to 
minimize his interactions with the Avengers but they seemed to always find him anyway. 


Maybe their obsession with low-level vigilantes is why HYDRA was still running around and 
torturing kids. 


Peter had been resting on a rooftop when he heard Tony’s repulsors and felt the tingle on his neck. 
This was the first time that Tony was part of the group tracking him, and so Peter already knew 
that this would be the worse one yet. 


Peter had just broken up a sex trafficking ring that was operating out of a port on Staten Island. He 
had tracked the lead from some low level criminals that he had overheard while busting them for 
drug distribution. He heard that they were planning on making a shipment tonight of twenty girls 
all under the age of fourteen. 


Peter had taken out the guards and then went after the brains of the operation. They were two men 


each with heavy New York accents and expensive clothes. He was able to restrain himself from 
beating them over the head with a crowbar and instead tied them up with webs and left them 
conscious, one of them anyway. 


Peter stole a cellphone to call the police and then pried the door off the shipping container. The 
girls were all huddled away from the door. Peter puts his hands up to show them that he was 
unarmed. “Hey its okay, I’m not going to hurt you. My name is Spiderman and the police are on 
their way to get you and take you home.” 


None of the girls had moved. Peter knew that they weren’t going to trust a man right now so he 
kept his distance until he heard sirens. He went back out to meet the four officers that pulled up. 
He approached the one female officer to explain the situation. 


By the time he started to head back to Queens, the officer had gotten all the girls out of the 
shipping container and more first responders had showed up to take care of the girls. Peter snuck 
onto the ferry, swung through Queens, and had made it all the way to the rooftop before losing it. 


The girls were all younger than he was, but he was around their age when he was taken. He flashed 
back to when he had been taken from May and brought to a cell in Russia. He had been alone. 


He was still alone. 


He had made it out of HYDRA but didn’t have anywhere to go. His family was dead. His friends 
had moved on. And his only living cell mate was tracking him down with his superpowered best 
friends. 


Peter had shrunken himself into the corner and started to focus on his breathing. He had gotten his 
breathing under control and had moved himself over towards the ledge when he heard the 
repulsors. He waited to hear the armor land. 


“T’m about to clock out for the night, any chance we can reschedule?” 


Peter had manufactured a voice modulator out of spare parts just in case Tony would recognize his 
voice. This was the first time that he had turned it on, but he would make sure to use it from now 
on. 


“Sorry Spidey, I blocked off 5am on my schedule just for you, and Pepper says I need to be more 
structured so no more pushing meetings.” 


“Well next time give me a heads up so I can make myself scarce.” 


By now Peter had stood up to face Tony who was still fully incased in his armor. Peter knew that 
Hawkeye was perched on a rooftop about one hundred yards away and both Widow and the 
Captain were waiting for him behind the door that led into the building. 


“Hopefully there won’t be a next time.” 


Tony raised his repulsor towards Peter who hit the ground before Tony had the chance to fire and 
rolled to the side. The door flew open and both Widow and the Captain ran out. Tony had flown up 
a few feet off the rooftop but was still trying to hit Peter with a shot. 


Peter through webs at both of Tony's hands, hoping to slow him down. He then ran towards the 
Captain. He dodged the shield that was coming at his head by rolling underneath it and then 
quickly popping up with his hands ready. He grabbed the fist that was aimed at his head and 
twisted Cap’s wrist. He twisted until he heard the bone crack. 


With his other arm he blocked a hit that was coming. He released Cap’s wrist and took a step back 
before jumping and sending both of his feet directly into Cap’s chest. This launched him across the 
roof. 


Before Peter could take a breath he turned to dodge a kick that was coming from the Black Widow. 
While she wasn’t as strong as the Captain her hits came at him quicker and she was more 
unpredictable. Another kick came at his side, which he easily blocked, but he then felt a widow 
bite hit him in the neck. 


The voltage was much higher this time. She was learning. 


Peter dropped to his knees, but recovered quickly. He grabbed one of widow’s legs and yanked it 
towards him, causing her to lose her balance. 


As soon as he stood up, shots were coming towards him from Hawkeye and Tony. Both of them 
had been waiting for him to stand back from Widow and both had taken the shot. 


The arrow grazed Peter’s calf but he was able to dodge the shot from Tony. 


Both Cap and Widow were on their feet again. They were coming at Peter from opposite 
directions, trying to distract him. Cap made the mistake of throwing his shield at Peter. Peter easily 
caught the shield and redirected it towards Widow. 


Widow didn’t have time to move, the shield struck her in the ribs. Peter hadn’t used his full 
strength as he didn’t want to cause any lasting damage, he just needed to get her out of the fight. 


Peter heard the Widow grunt before she collapsed to the ground holding her ribs. Peter could hear 
her wheezing over the yells of Hawkeye through the comms. 


Cap was torn from running between his fallen teammate and Spiderman. Peter turned to look at 
him, “she has a collapsed lung from a rib fracture, she needs medical”. 


Peter knew that Hawkeye had already alerted medical but Peter wanted them to know that he didn’t 
intend to hurt them. They were leaving him with no other choice. 


Cap hesitated before going towards Widow. He picked her up and headed back towards the door 
that they had come out of. “This is Cap coming downstairs with Black Widow. I need medical to 
meet us on the ground level. Trauma to the abdomen, broken ribs and punctured lung likely.” 


Peter could hear the Captain head down towards the street. He turned towards Tony to apologize 
but before he could Tony fired another repulsor blast. 


Peter had been distracted by focusing on the sounds of Cap and Widow and he hadn’t heard Tony 
raise his arm again. 


The blast hit him in the shoulder and sent him back a few feet. Peter landed on his back and 
immediately started to stand up so that he could get ready for another fight. 


But Tony just said, “that’s for Natasha, asshole,” before flying away. 


Peter let himself fall to the ground again. He brought a hand up to the wound which wasn’t 
bleeding badly, but the skin was badly burned and infection would be heard to prevent. 


Son of a bitch. 


“Cap, what do we do next?” 


“Take a day off, Hawkeye, Spiderman isn’t going anywhere.” Tony was rubbing his eyes as he 
worked on his third cup of coffee of the morning. 


The team was gathered in the communal living room after their fight with Spiderman. 


“I’m sorry did you not see how he launched Cap’s shield directly at Tasha? He could have taken 
her head off, so excuse me if I don’t want to sit in my tower and take a cat nap.” Clint snapped at 
Tony, but Tony didn't even flinch. 


“Clint thats enough. We know Spiderman’s skills and we know that he causes as little damage as 
possible. He attacked Nat because he needed a way out of the fight. I’m not condoning what he did, 
but I understand why he did it.” 


Clint scoffed. “I know you are all for vigilantes, Steve, but Spiderman is dangerous. He has taken 
shots at all of us and he is never going to stop until we can bring him in.” 


Steve leaned forward and clasped his hands together. “And how many hits has he taken? Every 
fight he walks away with more damage than all of us combined. Four of us is not enough to 
overpower him and Fury won’t authorize the whole team to go as it draws too much attention. We 
just need to weaken him enough so that we can get him back to SHIELD.” 


The team could tell that Clint wasn’t happy. None of them were happy, Nat was still in medical, 
Steve's wrist was broken, and Spiderman was still MIA. 


Sam stood up and looked at Clint, “Come on man, lets go visit Nat. Doctors said she’d be ready 
for visitors at ten.” 


The two of them headed towards the elevator and the rest of the team dispersed. Steve and Tony 
were left alone on the couch. 


“What happened after I got Nat off the roof?” 


“T shot him.” Tony was sullen, Steve didn’t know if he was disappointed that he shot the vigilante 
or disappointed that said vigilante got away. 


“What?” 


“He was distracted by your exit so I was able to get a shot off, hit him right in the shoulder. The 
force of it knocked him down but I didn’t stick around to see him get up. He’s gonna have some 
difficulty swinging though, thats for sure.” 


“Jesus, Tones. Why didn’t you say anything?” 


Steve wasn’t mad at Tony for shooting Spidey, I mean they were all taking shots at him. He was 
just surprised that his genius would keep something from him, especially something about a 
mission. 


And what worried Steve was that Tony sounded so beaten down. He knew that the man was tired 
after his late night in the lab and early morning as Ironman, but this seemed like more than 
exhaustion. 


“Because I don’t know if it was the right thing to do!” The outburst surprised Steve. “I mean have 
you seen how small he is? He’s just one guy taking on the whole Avengers team, and why? 
Because SHIELD tells us that he may do something bad. I mean the guy dresses in a track suit to 
stop bicycle thieves he isn’t exactly the next Loki.” 


Steve hadn’t realized that Tony was so torn. He knew that Tony saw both sides to the vigilante 
argument, but he didn’t know how guilty Tony felt for tracking him down. 


“T’m sorry, Tones. I didn’t realize how upset you were. I mean you know how I feel about this 
assignment, I wish we didn’t have to do it but over one hundred countries signed the accords that 
outlawed vigilantes. I can’t ignore that.” 


“T know, I know-“ Tony took a deep breath, “I just wish that we didn’t have to be a part of it. I wish 
that some no-name agent got the mission. Then maybe I could sleep at night.” 


“T know, but sweetheart? Even if we aren’t the ones carrying out the mission, if we know its wrong 
then we have an obligation to stop it.” 


Clint had convinced the nurse to let him into Nat’s room twenty minutes early. Sam had agreed to 
sit outside the room just in case the doctor returned. 


Clint pushed the door to her room open and stepped inside. The room was dark and the monitors’ 
volume had been turned down so the beeping was faint. Nat was laying in the bed with an oxygen 
mask over her face. 


Clint walked over and sat in the chair next to the bed. “I know you aren’t sleeping.” 


Nat opened her eyes and flicked them towards Clint. She gave him a smile and moved her hand 
towards the mask. She pulled it down so it rested on her chin. “Sorry, thought you were Cap 
getting me for one of his debriefs.” 


Clint laughed. Just hearing her voice made him calm down. The two of them had been best friends 
and partners for years and Clint wasn’t ready to lose that just yet. “Nope just me, although Sam is 
outside being your watchdog.” 


“Well I certainly feel safer knowing that a man is here to protect me.” 


Clint had looked away from her and was struggling to make eye contact again. He dug his nails 
into his palms and kept swallowing to keep the tears at bay. 


“Clint, ’'m fine. You know I’ve had worse and come away okay.” 


When Clint spoke again his voice was shaky, “I know, its just- I saw it all, you know? I saw you go 
down and I realized that I was so far away from you and I couldn’t get there. I couldn’t even shoot 
the guy and he had been standing still. And I just can’t lose you okay?” His voice got quieter. “I 
can’t lose you.” 


“Clint, its okay. I was with Cap and Tony, and Cap got me out of there as soon as possible. There 
were no major injuries, at least by Avengers standards.” 


Clint knew she was right. If he had been there the result would have been the same. He just 
couldn’t shake the guilt, nor the hatred that he was developing for Spiderman. 


“T know, I guess this spider guy is just getting under my skin. I feel like he always knows my next 
move and I can never get ahead of him, none of us can.” 


“Did you notice the voice?” 
“What?” 


“You probably couldn’t hear it over the comms, but Spiderman’s voice was different from the last 
few times we’ ve tracked him. Its definitely the same guy under the mask, but the voice is deeper 
and more gravely. I think he added a voice modulator.” 


Clint unclenched his hands and wiped the small amount of blood that had come out of the nail 
wounds on his jeans. “Why do you think he changed?” 


Nat had already gone back into Avenger mode. Her eyes focused just above Clint’s head indicating 
that she was thinking of her answer. 


“We can’t be sure, but it has to be about his identity. He is obviously overprotective of it so 
disguising his voice would just be another tool. It may also hide the fact that he is young, that fact 
didn’t phase us because of our background but to the public that could be a reason not to trust him.’ 


“Makes sense, usually our heroes hit puberty years before coming to save us.” 


Nat still wasn’t looking at Clint. She was still thinking. 


“There must be other changes that we’ve been missing that have happened in the past month. Let’s 
go through the videos and audio from all of our suits and comms. Maybe the more he hides the 
more he reveals what is important.” 


Clint didn’t even try to stop her as she took the mask fully off and swung her legs over the side of 
the bed. Instead he helped steady her while being mindful of her ribs. 


Sam was startled when the two of them came through the door. “What the hell are you doing?” 


“Prison break.” 


Kill the Dead 


Chapter Summary 


Warning for panic attack depiction. 


Chapter Notes 


"Memories are bullets. Some whiz by and only spook you. Others tear you open and 
leave you in pieces." -Richard Kadrey, Kill the Dead 


Peter moaned as he rolled over and clasped the blanket tighter to his chest. His shoulder wound 
was still throbbing as it slowly healed. 


He had gotten home yesterday morning and the pain still hadn’t subsided. Peter knew that his poor 
nutrition had taken a toll on his body but he hadn’t realized that it had gotten this bad. 


Even after years of torture he had never had a wound take this long to heal. 


The wound still looked gruesome but he could see and feel that it had healed a little. The bleeding 
had stopped completely and he had been able to clean out the wound twice without passing out. 


But it was infected, badly. 


Peter knew that some inflammation and redness would be normal, but he also knew that this much 
wasn’t. The redness had spread beyond the initial wound leaving him with red lines branching out 
down his torso. 


While his medical knowledge was limited, Peter knew that this meant the infection was spreading. 
He was too sick to get to the library so he couldn’t do anymore research. And he was too tired to go 
find more food to speed up his healing. 


So for the past thirty hours he had been curled up in the corner of his room with his sweatshirt and 
blanket despite the warm weather outside. His chills told him that he had a fever and Z sitting in 
the corner told him that he was hallucinating. 


He hadn’t said anything to Peter, which was a good sign because it meant that Peter hadn't gone 
fully crazy yet. Peter knew that hallucinating his dead cellmate was a big indicator that his healing 
factor was failing, but he couldn’t think past the pain radiating from his shoulder and torso. 


He tried to keep his eyes shut so that he didn’t have to stare at the bullet ridden body that was 
propped up in the corner. But every once in a while he couldn’t stop himself from opening his eyes 
to stare at Z. 


Ever since Z had shown up in Peter’s room, Peter couldn’t stop thinking about how different things 


would have been if they had gotten out. Peter wouldn’t be alone. He would have a friend who had 
been experimented on and tortured in the same way he had been. He would have someone to fight 
crime with at night. He would maybe have Z’s family to lean on when he found out May was dead. 


He would know Z’s real name. 


And while he would still probably have the Avengers tailing him, he wouldn’t have the guilt of 
seeing and fighting Tony because he never would have met the man. He tried to tell himself that 
there was nothing left between him and Tony, especially now that Tony had shot him. And Peter 
had hurt Tony's friends, so that didn't help. 


But Peter still felt connected to the man. Up until his injury he had been regularly reading articles 
on SI and Ironman and he had even scoped out the tower a few times. He waited on nearby 
rooftops to catch glimpses of the man leaving the building in one of his sports cars. He was usually 
accompanied by Captain America or a balding man in a suit, most likely a driver or bodyguard. 


Sometimes he would catch the genius leaving the tower by himself in a less flashy car. From what 
Peter could see through the windshield, Tony was dressed casually and was always drumming on 
the steering wheel. These occurrences were less frequent and usually only happened in the early 
hours of the morning when most of the city was still asleep. 


Peter dreamt about swinging down and waiting until Tony hit a red light to open the door and crawl 
into the front seat. He would pull his mask off and give the man a grin and say something witty 
that he hadn’t thought of yet. I mean what do you say to a man that you had thought died 
protecting you only to find out they survived and was now unknowingly hunting you. 


Peter’s life had never been simple. 


He opened his eyes to see that Z was still sitting there with his back against the wall. His dead eyes 
were staring at Peter, but they never blinked. Peter lowered the blanket and tried to sit up. He was 
able to partially prop himself up before looking back at Z. 


“T don’t know what you want from me. I’m sorry I agreed to the plan. I’m sorry I was such an 
asshole to you when you got there. I’m sorry I didn’t attack the guards. I’m sorry I got you killed. 
But you died and I was stuck there for years, years without seeing anyone I knew or even seeing 
outside! And you got out, you got to stop getting tortured, but I didn’t. Everything stopped for you 
and isn’t that what we really wanted? For everything to stop? For HYDRA to stop?” 


Unsurprisingly, the hallucinated corpse didn’t have a response. 


“And now I have to live on my own and be able to function without any idea how to live, or-or 
even make decision on my own? I have nothing left!” Peter was growing hysterical, but he couldn’t 
calm down. “I have nothing, and you have nothing, but I have to keep living! And I can’t even stop 
because now I have the ability to save people so if I stop who saves them? But who saves me, who 
is going to save me?” 


By this point Peter couldn’t even see Z because the tears were making everything blurry. His 
breathing was too fast, he couldn’t take a full breath in. He was hyperventilating. 


“My- my name is. My name-“ 


Peter was trying to get his mantra out, the one that always calmed him down. Usually he did it 
inside his head but his head was fuzzy and he couldn’t think straight and oh god he was going to 
pass out. 


“My-my,” Peter started gasping for air. He let his head fall back against the wall, not even feeling 
the pain when it slammed against it. The pain in his shoulder was dimmed by the pain that was 
everywhere else. 


He kept trying to take a full breath but he couldn’t stop choking on nothing. Black spots started to 
fill his vision. Slowly the blackness took over and Peter was out. 


“SHIELD has detected an increase of HYDRA activity in New York City, primarily in Manhattan 
and Queens. One of our agents that has been deep undercover in HYDRA for the past year alerted 
us to a potential attack that is going to occur in the city within the next month. She has heard that 
HYDRA lost an asset that they are desperate to get back. They have a wide scale attacked planned 
for the city that they are hoping will draw them out. 


Unfortunately, our agent isn’t deep enough into the organization to have more specific details on 
what the attack is or when it will be. However, based on this information we believe that they are 
referring to either Barnes or Stark, meaning that the attack will most likely be in Manhattan. The 
use of the word asset has led some at SHIELD to believe that Barnes is the target while others 
think it is Stark since he has dealt with them more recently.” 


Dealt was a nice way to say kidnapped. 


The team had been giving glances to Tony and Bucky who were sat next to each other towards the 
end of the conference table. While still not an official Avenger, Bucky had asked to sit in on any 
HYDRA related meetings so that he knew the team wasn’t keeping anything from him. No one had 
any complaints. 


“Director, why are we just hearing about this?” 


Steve was able to keep his tone professional even though he was pissed that Fury hadn’t alerted 
them immediately. While Tony and Bucky were already being careful, a threat of this kind should 
have been passed on sooner so that the team could ensure their safety. 


“Our agent reached out to Agent Hill late last night who then briefed me early this morning. I 
called this meeting as soon as I heard. SHIELD is investigating the threat further, but until we have 
more information I’m afraid we can’t do anything but offer more security for the tower and you all 
personally.” 


“Absolutely not.” Steve knew that Tony had his issues with SHIELD so he wasn’t surprised that he 
was denying help. Tony and Happy were both a bit obsessive over the tower’s security especially 
since the hack that allowed Tony to be taken. 


“Tony maybe we can just add a few agents to the lobby and first few levels just to make sure that 
no SI employees get stuck in the crosshairs.” 


Natasha was the last person Tony had expected to be okay with allowing outside agents into the 
tower. Despite being a member of SHIELD herself she still struggled to trust someone, even 
SHIELD agents, that she didn’t know and personally vet. She must have sensed his surprise. “I 
know adding new people to the tower is the last thing you want right now, but I promise I will go 
through all of their files extensively and interview them exhaustively before allowing them in our 
home.” 


“And what if they’re HYDRA, Nat? Remember when not so long ago you found out that some of 


your coworkers were actually the enemy?” 
“Remember when your impenetrable security was penetrated?” 


“Hey, thats enough.” As much as Tony loved Steve he wished that the captain would allow him to 
fight dirty every once in a while. “Now I know we’re all stressed so why don’t we take a day to 
figure out what we want to do as a team. SHIELD will handle gathering more intel on the possible 
attack and we’ ll find a solution to the security issue. We can reconvene tomorrow.” 


Steve looked at Fury who nodded to give his approval. Fury then left the conference room without 
another word. 


When Steve proposed to postpone the rest of the meeting he really thought that they would have at 
least a day to figure out the best plan. 


But the bombs started going off a few hours later. 


Peter was ripped out of his sleep. He tried to sit up but immediately cried out in pain when he 
moved his shoulder. He looked down to see that the infection hadn’t gotten better or worse since 
he had passed out. Peter assumed that this meant he hadn’t been out for very long. 


Peter knew that he had to clean the wound again and that he needed to find food. The 
disappearance of Z meant that he was at least in a better head space than he had been earlier. Peter 
was able to slowly climb to his feet and hobble into the bathroom where a third of a jug of water 
was left. He took a few gulps before pouring some on a rag and dabbing the edges of the wound. 


He clenched his teeth when the cloth hit his skin. The inflammation left the skin around the wound 
sensitive. He was dreading having to clean the wound itself. 


He distracted himself by planning on where he would get food. In his condition he needed to stay 
close and he needed to stay out of sight. His shirt and sweatshirt were both singed by Tony’s 
repulsor so the wound wouldn’t be covered by either. This meant attracting both attention and 
bacteria. Peter was brainstorming how he could cut up the umbrellas in the closet to make a patch 
on the wound when an explosion erupted nearby. 


The wood that had been partially covering his window splintered and flew into the room. The 
building itself shook, knocking Peter down to his knees. With his good arm he covered his head in 
case parts of the ceiling crashed down. 


Luckily the building’s structure held and neither of his two pieces of furniture fell over or were 
damaged. Some plaster came off the ceiling, but no real damage was done. 


The blast was close enough that Peter’s ears started to ring. He could faintly hear sirens and alarms 
going off across neighborhoods in Queens. 


Peter stayed knelt on the floor for a few minutes until the ringing subsided and he was able to 
steadily get to his feet. Peter moved his good arm to clutch his other as he walked over towards the 
window. 


Peter could see smoke billowing out over apartment complexes that were approximately a half mile 
away. As his hearing got better he could hear the screams and sirens more clearly. People were 
screaming for help or calling out for people as emergency vehicles tried to get closer. Peter knew 
that first responders would not be able to get close to the blast site until it was properly cleared 


meaning that the people who were close to it would have to wait to be evacuated. The people who 
were close to the blast wouldn't have time to wait. 


Peter knew that it was a terrible idea, and he knew it would probably be a fatal one too. But he also 
knew that he wasn’t going to survive this lifestyle, he was taking too many hits and he had no way 
to support himself. 


So he pulled his torn sweatshirt back on and headed out as Spiderman for what would probably be 
the last time. 


The Magicians 


Chapter Notes 


"Being brave was easy when you would rather die than give up." -Lev Grossman, The 
Magicians 


The team had dispersed throughout the tower after their meeting with Fury. Steve stuck close to 
Tony as he was afraid to lose sight of him again. He knew that Nat went off with Bucky to keep 
planning against HYDRA, their strategical brains never seemed to stop. 


Steve knew that his genius was not happy that Fury wanted to bring SHIELD agents into the 
tower; however he was surprisingly non-vocal about it. 


Steve followed Tony down to his lab where FRIDAY already had information filling the screens. 
“What are you doing, Tones?” 


“You gave me twenty-four hours to find out who or what HYDRA is targeting so I had FRIDAY 
hack SHIELD and pull their intel. ’'m going to start with the information Buck and I gathered a 
few months ago and then go from there.” 


Steve should have known that Tony wasn’t going to be cooperative. His hope was that the team 
could come to a consensus on how to address the tower’s security concerns, but it looked Tony 

wasn’t on board. “Nothing is decided yet, lets just talk as a team about what we’re going to do. 

You don’t need to do this all on your own.” 


Tony still wouldn’t look at Steve as he was too busy sorting through the information FRIDAY had 
gotten. “I already know what the team is going to say, that I need constant protection because of 
one security breech. I know I can’t stop you guys from letting SHIELD in so I’m just going to have 
to find the threat before that happens.” 


Steve knew that he had to be patient with Tony because as soon as an argument starts he has 
already lost. Between both of their stubbornness and Tony’s proficiency with confrontation the two 
could get into a heated fight and it would be ugly. 


Steve wanted to avoid that. “If we as a team don’t think the extra security would help then we 
won't bring them in, but we need to discuss it together. SHIELD already has a team working on the 
threat and while we are certainly going to help them, it won’t do any good if we avoid sleep to put 
all our energy into it.” 


Tony didn’t respond right away. To some that may seem like he was listening and considering 
what Steve was saying, but Steve knew that that wasn’t the case. When Tony wanted to avoid an 
argument he didn’t compromise, he got quiet. And right now he was silent. 


“Tones, can you look at me?” 


Tony whipped around and took a step towards Steve. “Steve, we both know that I can’t do what 
you want, I need to be down here working. Forcing me to be a team player hasn’t worked in the 


past and it certainly isn’t going to work now, so unless you’re going to help its best if you just go 
back upstairs.” 


Steve knew that the dismissal meant that the discussion was done. Tony was going to stay up all 
night looking for the threat and then tomorrow the team would tell Fury to approve the security. 


Before Steve could respond, FRIDAY cut in, “Boss, NYPD is reporting an explosion in Queens 
near Forest Hills.” 


“Tell the team and program the coordinates into my suit.” 


Tony and Steve didn’t even need to speak, they both knew that this was the attack. The chance of 
there being a random explosion in Queens after the information they just got was unlikely. Tony 
headed towards his suits while Steve headed towards the elevator to gather the team. Just as the 
doors opened his phone rang. It was Fury. 


“Captain, we have an explosion in Queens. No confirmation that its HYDRA, but its likely.” 


“Copy, FRIDAY already alerted us. Ironman is headed out now and I’m grabbing the rest of the 
team. I'll contact you when we make it to the scene.” 


Steve had reached the communal floor and saw that Clint and Bucky were there and were already 
dressed. Clint was holding his uniform and shield. 


“Figured you’d change on the way. Sam is flying out with Tony and Nat is prepping the quinjet for 
us. Bruce will stay here in case we need him and he’s trying to contact Thor now.” 


Steve nodded and grabbed his suit and shield from Clint. The three of them headed to the roof 
where the quintet was stored and was waiting from them. Nat was already in the cockpit and a field 
medic that must have been in the medbay already was on board prepping equipment. 


Steve put the comm in his hear and immediately asked, “Ironman, report?” 


“The bomb went off near the 67 Avenue subway station, possibly underground. The subway 
tunnels and the buildings above are collapsing. Sam and I will stick close to the blast site since we 
can fly over the wreckage and Rhodey and Thor can join. The rest of you need to stay near the 
perimeter until we clear the blast site.” 


Tony’s voice was loud over the comms. He must have been shouting as he worked on clearing the 
blast site. Steve knew that Tony was right to tell them to stay away, but he hated to think of Tony 
and Sam handling the worst of the damage alone. “Winter and I will come to the blast site to help 
with evacuation and Ill send Widow and Hawkeye to the perimeter. You guys can’t clear civilians 
out on your own.” 


There was a pause over the comms as Steve waited for Tony to confirm that he had heard the plan. 
But instead he said, “I don't know if there are many civilians left to evacuate”’. 


Tony hadn’t seen damage this bad in New York City since the Chitauri invasion a few years ago. 
Since the subway tunnel had collapsed, the buildings on top had toppled sideways instead of just 
crashing straight to the ground. This caused more damage because it was almost like a domino 
effect, except with skyscrapers. 


Water lines had burst so water flooded the streets and rushed down into the tunnels beneath. Closer 


to the blast site there were fires that spread throughout the debris and were catalyzed by the spilled 
fuel from crushed cars. 


Most of the noise Tony heard came from structures that were still falling rather than civilians 
calling for help. 


“Jesus Christ.” 


Tony heard Sam’s awe over the comms, he must have just arrived. The rest of the team would take 
longer to get here, but honestly there was not much they could do here just yet. The buildings were 
all extremely unstable so anyone without the ability to fly could be crushed by falling debris. And 
with the ground so uneven and the tunnels beneath the city collapsing, there was no way to 
maneuver rescue vehicles or even the quintet in the area. 


Tony, Sam, and whatever other air support they could find, would have to be focused here. Tony 
had already sent an emergency message to Rhodey and he was sure the team would reach out to 
Thor. 


“Where the hell do we start?” 


Tony wish he knew. FRIDAY was scanning the area for heat signals and was analyzing the 
stability of the nearby buildings that were still standing. However, she was struggling to get a 
signal from anywhere in the tunnels as well as from the collapsed buildings as there was just too 
much debris. 


It was times like this that Tony didn’t envy the decisions that Steve had to make on every mission. 
As the older Avenger, Sam was looking to Tony to make the call. 


Tony decided to prioritize people in the buildings that were close to coming down. “Sam head to 
the building with the Spotify advertisement on the side. FRIDAY will keep you updated on the 
integrity of the building and have redwing go in first to determine where people are trapped. Direct 
anyone that can walk on their own to the stairs, FRIDAY says they are still intact.” 


Sam flew towards the building and Tony turned elsewhere. There must have been thousands of 
people in the area when the bomb went off. The chances of anyone in the tunnels surviving was 
slim and Tony knew that even if they survived the initial blast the rescue teams wouldn’t reach 

them for days. 


The national guard, teams of engineers, and first responders from all over the state would be 
brought in to help with the cleanup of the disaster. Right now Tony and the team needed to focus 
on saving those that they could and beginning to stabilize the area for rescue crews. 


Tony flew down to the street level. FRIDAY highlighted where civilians were trapped under fallen 
debris or in their cars. Tony began working on pulling debris off of people and cars. If they could 
walk he sent them West and told them to head towards Elmhurst hospital. If they couldn’t walk on 
their own, he began flying them to a nearby rooftop where hopefully a rescue team could gather 
them. 


Not long after Tony had started working he heard Steve’s voice come over the comms. “Ironman, 
report?” 


Tony didn’t know where to begin with the amount of damage there was. He worked on moving a 
lamp post as he answered, “the bomb went off near the 67 Avenue subway station, possibly 
underground. The subway tunnels and the buildings above are collapsing. Sam and I will stick 


close to the blast site since we can fly over the wreckage and Rhodey and Thor can join. The rest of 
you need to stay near the perimeter until we clear the blast site.” 


“Winter and I will come to the blast site to help with casualties and I'll send Widow and Hawkeye 
to the perimeter. You guys can’t clear civilians out on your own.” 


Tony had hoped that Steve would respect his decision to keep the rest of the team away from the 
blast site, but he also knew that Sam and him needed the help. Bucky and Steve were more capable 
than the others in recovering from hits but they still were more vulnerable without the ability to fly. 
There was no guarantee that himself or Sam could get to them in time if something went wrong. 


“T don't know if there are many civilians left to evacuate.” 


No one replied to Tony’s solemn report. The buildings that were still standing and had people in 
them, like the one Sam was in, all had functional staircases so Tony knew that for now they didn't 
need help evacuating. As for the number of people that could have survived the blast where Tony 
was, it wasn't looking good. FRIDAY wasn't pickup up much and Tony couldn't see or hear 
anyone in need of help. Without direction, Tony would be digging blind for hours and he was sure 
many of the people trapped wouldn't have that long. Despite this, he kept going. 


While Tony waited for Steve and Bucky to arrive on scene, he continued to work on freeing people 
who had been on the street when the bomb went off. Sam reported that he had cleared the top 
floors of the building and that everyone was filtering out of the building. Minimal casualties were 
reported in that building and it looked like it was going to stay standing for now. 


Tony was sweating and breathing hard. Even with the suit he was working hard, and he knew that 
he’d be out here for hours before he could take a break. He had the urge to open his helmet and 
wipe his brow, but he knew that inhaling the smoke and dust in the air would do more harm. 


He had been kneeling on a one knee to catch his breath when he saw the familiar red sweatshirt. 
Spiderman was slowly but gracefully moving himself over the wreckage. He must have a 
destination in mind because he never stopped to scan his surroundings. 


Tony watched for a minute until Spiderman abruptly stopped near a hole in the street. There was a 
large piece of the road that had broken off and was sinking down. Tony had no idea what he was 
doing. 


Spiderman bent down and began trying to drag the piece of road back; however after about ten 
seconds his arms gave out and the piece fell back. Spiderman was breathing hard and was grabbing 
the shoulder that Tony had shot just days before. Spiderman went to grab the piece again. 


“Wait!” 


Peter finally looked up to see Tony in his armor coming towards him. It made sense that the 
Avengers would be here, Peter just hadn’t thought about what would happen to him if they saw 
him there. Peter knew he was in no condition to fight them off, he wasn’t even sure if he could 
handle a search and rescue. 


“T’m just trying to help.” 


Peter’s voice was shaking but he hoped that Tony would blame that on the smoke. Peter’s hands 
were shaking too so he clenched them into fists. 


“T know, I came to gave you a hand.” 


Peter’s head was still fuzzy so he couldn’t think of why Tony would all of sudden be helping him. 
He assumed that the Avengers would try to slap some handcuffs on him or maybe even push him 
into one of the sink holes. Instead Tony leaned over and grabbed the other side of the road. 


Together the two of them lifted the large piece of road, revealing a car that must have sunk into the 
ground before the road crumbled on top of it. Peter climbed down and maneuvered his way 
through the broken back windshield into the car. There was a man in the driver seat and his two 
young kids in the back seat, all three were unconscious but alive. One by one Peter lifted them 
through the windshield so that Tony could grab them. The man was the hardest to lift, but Peter 
gritted his teeth together and worked through the pain. 


Peter’s vision was spotty as he lifted himself back out of the whole. Luckily Tony had grabbed his 
arm to steady him when he stumbled. 


“How did you know they were down there?” 


“Before they passed out I could hear them calling for help, it just took me a few minutes to isolate 
where the calls were coming from.” 


Tony grabbed the man and one of the kids so that he could bring them up to the evacuation point. 
He nodded at the other kid to indicate that he needed Peter to bring her. 


As much as he hated to admit it, he said, “I can’t grab her, you’re going to have to make another 
trip.” 


“Can’t you hold her in one arm and swing with the other?” 
“No, some asshole shot me in the shoulder and I can’t risk dropping her.” 


Tony’s stomach clenched. He still felt guilty about taking the shot. He had let his frustration about 
Nat and not being able to catch Spidey get the best of him and he had taken a cheap shot. And now 
he was going to need Spidey’s help. 


“Okay, can you stay here with the dad and I'll bring the kids up? I'll be back for him in a few 
minutes and then we can work together to clear the area.” 


Peter nodded and Tony swapped the dad for his daughter before taking off. Peter’s legs gave out 
and he fell back to the road. His breathing was labored and the pain in his shoulder was getting 
worse. He didn’t know how much longer he could help before he passed out. 


He knew that once he passed out Tony would be the first to get to him and he probably wouldn’t 
wait to remove the mask. And once the mask was off the gig was up. If Peter survived he would be 
taken into custody and his life as a vigilante would be over. Peter wanted to tell Tony everything so 
that the man could understand why Peter didn’t come to him and why he had to be Spiderman. He 
wanted the chance to apologize to Tony and to thank him for caring for him back at HYDRA. 


But as Peter looked around at the wreckage and as he heard an overwhelming amount of cries for 
help, he knew where Tony’s focus needed to be. 


So he would wait for the man to return and then he would focus on getting people out. 


As Tony flew the two kids to the evacuation point, he updated the rest of the team. “Spiderman is 
here helping clear civilians. FRI sent the coordinates of the evacuation point to SHIELD and she 
isn’t warning me of any collapses so the area is relatively stable for now.” 


“Copy, Bucky and I will be there in about ten minutes to help with evacuation. Team, no one go 
after Spiderman until further notice he is no longer considered a hostile. Nat, Clint, and Sam, whats 
your guys’ status?” 


Tony heard the three each update the team as he dropped the two kids off on the rooftop. A small 
SHIELD team was already there to help triage patients and get them loaded onto incoming 
helicopters. Once Tony knew that the kids were secure he turned around and flew back towards 
Spiderman. He grabbed the kids' dad and repeated the trip before meeting back up with Spidey. 


Spidey was already working on freeing another family from a car that had been crushed when 
Tony had returned the second time. The two of them worked in silence as they continued to extract 
trapped civilians and evacuate them. Tony made frequent trips transporting them to the evacuation 
point as Spidey handled locating them. 


FRIDAY was essentially useless in locating people as the fire caused too many hot spots and the 
thick concrete and tar weakened or completely blocked her signal. Tony knew that the vigilante 
had enhanced senses that were helping him locate people. He was impressed that Spidey was able 
to focus his hearing when the city was being flooded with noises from sirens, alarms, helicopters, 
and the shifting of debris. 


Tony knew that the man was struggling. Even he was tiring from the work and he had the help of 
his armor. Spidey on the other hand was just wearing sweats and was working with an injured 
shoulder and most likely other injuries. Tony had tried to get him to take a break, but besides 
pausing for water once, he refused to stop. 


Steve and Bucky had shown up over an hour ago and were working as a team just a few blocks 
over from them. Tony knew that Steve wasn’t thrilled about Tony working so closely with 
Spiderman, but Tony had insisted. The two of them were a good team and it was the least he could 
do after shooting the guy. 


The two of them were taking a water break when Steve came over the comms. “HYDRA’s here, 
looks like twenty agents coming in from the North side but keep your eye out for more.” 


Spiderman’s eyes shot towards Tony. Tony swore under his breath before answering, “copy, keep 
us updated and we’ll let you know if we see anything on our end.” 


“Fury is sending SHIELD agents in to try to handle them so we can focus on evacuation, but it 
seems like they’ ve decided that now is the best time to grab the missing asset.” 


“Keep Bucky close and I’Il let you know if I need backup.” 


Tony knew that the blonde was worried for him as well as for his best friend so he tried to reassure 
him by promising to call for backup if needed. 


Tony went back to working with Spiderman, but he could tell that the vigilante was more on edge. 
Obviously the man knew about the organization, everyone did, but Tony had seen the vigilante 
face off against earth’s mightiest heroes without flinching. For the first time the vigilante looked 
afraid. 


But there was still a lot of work that needed to be done and they needed to work quickly. The pair 


went back to digging through the wreckage. 


It was another hour before HYDRA agents reached the two. Spiderman stopped moving a piece of 
debris and whipped around to look up the street. Tony’s attention was drawn to where Spidey was 
looking and there he saw ten men dressed in black coming towards them with guns. 


Tony relayed the information to the team as he grabbed Spidey under his arms and flew towards 
cover. He ignored the man’s whimper of pain as he rushed to move them back. When he landed he 
turned towards the vigilante. “Stay here, I’m going to hold them off until Cap and the Winter 
Soldier can get here. I know you’re injured so I don’t want you in the fight.” 


Before Tony could head back towards the agents, Spidey reached out and grabbed his arm. “I can’t 
let you do that. They’re here for me so let me go first.” 


This was the most the two had said to each other since starting their work over two hours ago. 


Tony couldn’t imagine why Spidey thought they were here for him, but he knew that he wasn’t 
going to let him fight against ttn HYDRA agents with an injured arm. “Trust me, they’re here for 
me and I’m in better shape to go after them. Head towards the evacuation point in case the med 
team needs backup and I'll meet you there.” 


Tony didn’t have time to argue with the man so he took off to where the agents were. FRIDAY’s 
scan of the area showed ten agents on the street, but an additional twenty closing in that would be 
there soon. Without anytime to wait for backup he rushed towards them with his repulsors ready to 
fire. 


He took out two agents right away before being blown back by one of their weapons. So not a 
normal gun then. 


Tony continued to fire weapons at the men as he tried to dodge the shots coming at him. Without 
looking back he could hear the vigilante join the fight. While he must have been slowed by 
injuries, Spidey was holding his own. Tony finished off the last agent in front of him before 
turning around to help. 


Spidey had taken down two of the agents and was working on his third. With a well placed blow to 
the head, the agent was down. It wasn’t until the vigilante stumbled back that Tony saw the knife 
wound across his torso. 


Tony rushed forward to catch the man before he fell. He grabbed one of the man’s arms and 
slipped his own under the man’s armpits to carry his weight. He needed to get Spidey to cover 
before the next wave of agents rushed the street. 


“T have twenty incoming agents and Spidey needs a med-evac! Where the hell is my backup?” 
“T’ll be there in three minutes.” 


Tony had never been so relieved to hear Rhodey. He must have been working in the states to get 
here so quickly. Steve and Bucky confirmed that they were five minutes out while Sam was closer 
to ten. 


“Copy, I’m bringing Spidey to cover. Keep me updated.” 


Tony continued to drag Spidey towards a partially collapsed building that FRIDAY promised was 
relatively stable. The vigilante didn’t even protest. 


Tony entered the building and brought the man over to the corner, out of eye sight from the door or 
windows. He exited his armor and took his phone out so that he could shine a light to get a closer 
look at the wound. He lifted the red sweatshirt and black long sleeve, both of which were plastered 
to Spidey's body with sweat. Spidey hissed out in pain when the material was pulled from the 
wound. 


“Sorry, sorry I just need to see what we’re dealing with.” 


The man’s torso was filthy and covered in blood, but Tony was able to clean some of it away with 
the sleeve of his compression shirt. Underneath the layer of filth was an array of scarring that 
looked to be years old. While the vigilante having scars was not surprising, the amount of them 
was Startling. 


Tony pushed the sweatshirt further up to see the shoulder wound that he had given him just days 
before. The wound was raw and badly infected. How the hell had this guy been standing 
nevertheless fighting and lifting debris? 


The vigilante was still conscious but didn’t protest Tony’s touches. The labored breathing and 
clenched teeth told Tony that he was in a lot of pain. 


“You should go.” 


The words were clipped and forced. The guy was crazy if he thought Tony was leaving him in this 
state in the middle of a blast site which also happened to be occupied by HYDRA. Tony didn’t 
bother answering, he instead removed his shirt and balled it up before placing it over the knife 
wound. 


“They’re here for me and I can’t get you caught up in my mess again.” 


His words were softer this time. Tony looked up in confusion, why did he think HYDRA was here 
for him? What does he mean again? 


The vigilante's hand was shaking as he raised it to his mask. Tony was confused as to what the 
vigilante was doing. His eyes were glued to Spidey’s hand as he slowly pulled the mask forwards 
until his brown, dirty locks fell out. 


And when the mask came down Tony found himself looking into Peter’s eyes. 


Proven Guilty 


Chapter Notes 


"When everything goes to hell, the people who stand by you without flinching - they 
are your family." -Jim Butcher, Proven Guilty 


Peter never understood why people said time is a funny thing. Its a mundane thing, really. 
And a fatal thing. 


Time is just a large hourglass with sand slipping through, though no one knows how much sand is 
left or if it gets flipped back over at the end. Instead they ignore the falling sand until the pile 
becomes too deep, then they beg for a shovel. Some people refuse to ignore the sand and instead 
they spend their days throwing handfuls of it upwards, trying to lengthen their time. 


Peter did neither of these things. 


He knew that his time was finite, and he knew that there was no way to change this, because the 
only sure thing about life was that it ended. His time had been controlled by HYDRA for years, but 
even since gaining his freedom he was trapped. Trapped by poverty, by starvation, by his 
unwavering moral code. 


So Peter built shovels. 
Even as his sand, his time, continued to run out, he focused on saving others. 


That is why he went to the blast site, knowing that the wound in his shoulder was infected and thus 
slowly killing him. That is why he worked side-by-side with the hero who had been hunting him 
for months. That is why he pushed himself to carry on through the pain. 


That is why he took the mask off. 


Peter knew he was dying, he had been for a few days now. His body was desperate for food, sleep, 

and medical attention, but he had kept pushing himself as Spiderman instead of listening to it. And 

with the past few hours of strenuous activity, and a knife wound on top of that, his body had finally 
given out. 


So he let Tony drag him to some building, and then he let Tony see his face. 


Because if this was it then the man deserved to know what had happened to him after their 
separation. He deserved to know that Peter was sorry for leaving him to die in the cell. He 
deserved to know Peter’s name. 


Because Peter still mourned Z. 


Peter knew that any efforts to make Tony leave would be unsuccessful, but he tried anyway. Peter 
pleaded to the genius, but the man didn’t even acknowledge his words until Peter said he didn’t 


want him caught up in his mess again. This provoked confusion from Tony and so Peter knew that 
he couldn’t keep hiding behind the mask. 


So Peter grasped the back of his mask and slowly dragged it forward. Most of his hair was 
plastered to his head with sweat, but some of the longer pieces fell down across his forehead. 
While his eyes were clenched shut with pain and shame, Peter could still feel Tony’s eyes on him. 


He forced himself to open them and finally look at the man in front of him. Tony’s mouth was 
parted in surprise but not even air came out. 


Peter spoke first. “My name is Peter Parker.” 


For the first time Peter didn’t recite the rest of his mantra, because for the first time he wasn’t 
saying it for himself. He was sharing it with a man who had both cared for him and hunted him. A 
man with whom his life would always be intertwined with because for a few moments their falling 
sand had mixed together. 


Peter wanted to say more but the black spots were clouding his vision and his chest was getting 
tighter. Sensing that the fight was over, his body had stopped producing enough adrenaline to 
override the pain that was now overtaking him. His breathing increased as his pain receptors 
seemed to all be firing simultaneously. He pitched forward. 


Two hands grabbed his shoulders as his forehead made contact with Tony’s chest. The man was 
yelling now, but Peter couldn’t form anymore words to say anything else to the man. He had 
wanted to apologize, to explain everything, but instead his brain shut down as it succumbed to his 
body’s needs. 


In his last moments of coherency he heard Tony call for a medic. 


Tony’s eyes were glued to the boy sitting in front of him. For months he had stared at photos of 
Peter, mostly school photos where he was smiling awkwardly, and these photos had started to 
distort his memories of the actual boy. His memories of Peter’s tortured body were replaced by still 
frames of him wearing pun T-shirts and taped up glasses. 


Now the Peter in front of him was more beaten down than ever. 


His eyes were sunken in their sockets and his thin, pale skin stretched over his cheekbones. Tony 
still held his bunched up shirt over the wound on Peter's torso, and above it rested the scorched 
skin that had been caused by Tony himself. Tony recognized most of the scars that littered the 
boy’s body, but he thought he saw some new ones too. 


This was not the same boy from the photos. 
This wasn’t even the same boy from the HYDRA cell. 


This was a traumatized teenager who had escaped a terrorist organization only to be swept up into 
the life as a vigilante. A vigilante who was being pursued by the Avengers. Pursued by Tony. 


Tony’s breath had caught in his throat. For months he had thought about what he would say to 
Peter if he ever saw him again. He had run through apologies, and explanations, and all the 
possible responses he would get from Peter. He had pictured wrapping his arms around the boy for 
a hug before bringing him back to the tower where he would finally be safe from the organization 
that had caused him so much pain. He had even thought about how he was going to ask Steve if 


he’d be okay with Tony adopting Peter. 
But never once did he think about this. 


Because Tony had been hurting Peter unknowingly for months. While simultaneously pursuing the 
organization that had hurt Peter, he had been pursuing the boy as well. Now his plans of loving the 
boy, of adopting the boy, were in peril. 


So instead of saying anything he stared in shock at the beaten and bruised boy. 
“My name is Peter Parker.” 
Tony’s first thought was, Nat was right about the voice modulator. His second was, I know. 


Right after Peter spoke, Tony noticed that he was struggling for breath. Tony had seen the kid take 
a hit, a lot of hits, with grace, and so if he was struggling then he was in a lot of pain. 


And why wouldn’t he be? He had an infected wound, a bleeding wound, and an unknown number 
of internal injuries. Peter’s eyes were glazed and he started to blink rapidly before pitching forward 
and crashing into Tony’s chest. Tony was able to grab the kid’s shoulders to stop him from 
completely collapsing. 


Tony gently moved one of his hands to behind the kid’s neck and moved him back so that he was 
propped up against the wall and Tony could see his face. 


He was still conscious. 
“Peter! Peter, can you hear me?!” 


Peter showed no indication that he could. His eyes were squinting but they weren’t focused on 
anything. Tony used his hand to turn the boy’s face towards him, but Peter still didn’t maintain eye 
contact. “Peter, can you follow my finger?” 


Tony’s efforts were fruitless, the kid was out of it. He brought his hand up to his comm and tapped 
it. “I need that med-evac now!” 


“They are working their way through the wreckage to get close to you now, but they can’t go in 
until we clear the hostiles out. War Machine is on the ground and Winter and I are less than a 
minute out. What’s Spiderman’s status?” 


Tony wanted to scream at Steve that there wasn’t time. Tony had finally found his kid and he was 
half dead in the middle of blast site surrounded by HYDRA. Tony wanted to yell that his kid was 

the same vigilante that they had been hunting for months and then he wanted to tell them that they 
had done this to him. That Tony had done this to him. 


But as much as Tony wanted to yell, there was still a catastrophe to deal with outside as well as the 
HYDRA threat. And Tony knew that SHIELD would be listening to their comms so he couldn’t 
reveal Spidey’s identity to the team yet. 


“Not good, I’m taking him to the tower.” 


Tony didn’t ask for permission, he was getting his kid out of there right away. He knew leaving the 
team was selfish and reckless, but this was his kid. Tony had been willing to risk his own life to 
save others many times; he had flown a nuke into a portal, flown in front of a crashing plane, and 
jumped in front of all kinds of weapons. But he wasn’t willing to risk the kid’s life for anyone. 


So he encased himself in the Ironman armor and lifted Peter up. The kid was still conscious yet 
dazed as Tony gathered him in his arms. FRIDAY alerted Dr. Cho to Peter’s status and had her set 
up a team for when they arrived. 


Ignoring the calls of his teammates, Tony took off and headed away from the fight. 


Steve has respected Tony as a co-leader for a long time. From the first time on the helicarrier, it 
was Clear that Tony would do what he thought was right regardless of what others were telling him. 
While it was frustrating to lead someone like that, Steve still found it admirable. He had seen what 
happened when men followed orders blindly. 


Steve himself was not known for following orders. Everyone assumed that he had become a leader 
in the Army by being a good soldier that did as he was told, but this was far from the truth. Soldiers 
become leaders because of their ability to make the right decisions even when they go against 
orders, rather than in accordance with them. Anyone can follow an order, but leaders create them. 


And Tony was a leader. He was a genius who had made a sentinent AI that was able to help him 
run impressive calculations that directly impacted his actions as well as his teammates’. He 
prioritized lives over information and was selfless in doing so, almost to the point of recklessness. 


The only problem with Tony being a leader was that he couldn’t always explain himself. His brain 
operated at a whole other level, a level that Bruce sometimes couldn’t even understand. Especially 
in the middle of a battle, he didn’t have time to explain or warn them of his actions so he acted with 
his own agenda. At the beginning, Steve thought the lack of communication meant that Tony was 
being impulsive, but as he learned more about the man he realized that his brain was just working 
too quickly to communicate. 


Once Steve understood how and why Tony made the decisions he did in the field, he learned how 
to work with the man. He was able to predict the other man’s moves and adjust his orders 
accordingly. For years the two had been operating as unofficial co-leaders of the team, and up until 
today they had done so without major issues. 


But Tony had left the team in the middle of the fight. 


Tony had been working with Spiderman for a few hours in clearing civilians out of the blast site. 
Steve had been working with Bucky a few blocks away doing the same. Tony had given them 
some updates throughout the mission and Steve had been continuously checking in with the whole 
team. 


The arrival of the HYDRA agents changed the mission, it was no longer just a search and rescue. 
Steve was anxious about the impending fight because he knew either Bucky or Tony was the 
target, and Steve couldn’t stand to lose either of them. After updating the team on their arrival, both 
Steve and Bucky began to engage the incoming HYDRA agents. SHIELD was sending in more 
agents to help but they were hoping by engaging early they could contain the fight. 


The two of them had taken most of the agents down by the time SHIELD had arrived, but their 
arrival meant that the two could focus back on search and rescue. Steve had broken his nose and 
right collarbone in the fight and Bucky had taken some hits to his torso most likely causing some 
damage to his ribs. 


The two Avengers went back to searching for civilians but they knew that there weren’t many 
places left to look. They would need more equipment to clear out debris but it would be hours 


before they could bring in excavators and stabilizers. Despite this, the two kept at it for another 
hour before Tony alerted them to the arrival of more HYDRA agents. 


“T have ten agents incoming and more around the corner, I need backup.” 


Steve felt his heartbeat stutter. Ten agents shouldn’t be too much for Tony and Spidey to handle, 
but Steve knew that Spidey was injured because Tony had told him over a private line. With an 
injured Spidey and not knowing what state Tony was in, Steve was panicking. 


“Winter and I are fifteen to twenty out.” 


Without looking to see if Bucky was following, Steve started to sprint towards Tony’s location. 
Hours of heavy lifting slowed him down a little bit but the adrenaline of Tony being in danger 
helped him fight the exhaustion. 


Tony was still silent over the comms. Steve was clawing his way up and over chunks of concrete 
and roads, and sprinting through lingering fires and the spray of burst water lines. 


“T have twenty incoming agents and Spidey needs a med-evac! Where the hell is my backup?” 


This was the first time Tony had spoken over the comms since sending out the initial call for 
backup. His voice was shrill and panicked, Spidey must be in bad shape. As much as Steve hated to 
admit it, he was relieved to hear that it was Spidey that needed the evac and not Tony. While Steve 
felt some guilt over their treatment of the man, he still wasn’t a teammate. 


“T’ll be there in three minutes.” 


Steve was relieved to hear Rhodes over the comms. Steve kept pushing himself towards Tony and 
reported, ““We’re five minutes out”. 


Part of Steve felt guilty that he hadn’t been closer to Tony. Deep down he knew that they needed to 
spread out to cover more of the blast site, but it still bothered him that he couldn’t always be there 
for his teammates. 


“Copy, I’m bringing Spidey to cover. Keep me updated.” 


Tony still sounded exhausted, but less frantic than last time. He must have been distracted trying to 
pull Spidey away from the fight. The comms went silent again as Steve and Bucky continued to 
make their way towards Tony. However, Tony’s frantic voice filled their ears again. 


“T need that med-evac now!” 


Spiderman’s condition must have gotten worse. “They are working their way through the wreckage 
to get close to you now but they can’t go in until we clear the hostiles out. War Machine is on the 
ground and Winter and J are less than a minute out. What’s Spiderman’s status?” 


Steve and Bucky reached the area where Tony and Spiderman had engaged the agents earlier. 
Tony still hadn’t replied to them. They could see Rhodes hovering in the air and firing shots at the 
twenty agents on the street. The agents were dispersed, but all of their attention was on Rhodes. 
Steve and Bucky split and each headed towards a different group of agents. As Steve approached a 
group of four agents he finally heard Tony’s voice again, “not good, I’m taking him to the tower”. 


Steve didn’t have time to reply. Without any strategical plan, he began throwing punches as 
Rhodes continued his attack from above. Bucky and Steve had been together long enough that they 
worked well together in the field. Steve did his best to block thoughts of Tony and Spiderman from 


his mind as the fight continued. 


The fight only lasted for about twenty minutes. All three of them had fought HYDRA before so 
they were familiar with their fighting patterns and were able to take them down quickly. Steve’s 
nose and shoulder were still throbbing, but his healing factor had begun healing them. Dr. Cho 
would be able to rebreak and reset his bones after the mission. His larger concern was Tony. 


Steve knew Tony was a leader, and as much as Tony hated to admit it, a good soldier too. And a 
good leader never abandoned his team, which meant that Steve was missing something. He 
reached up to tap his comm, “FRIDAY, open a secure line with Tony”. 


“The line is now open, although you should know that Sir did not acknowledge me when I alerted 
him to your request.” 


That was unusual. A secure line was a private connection that circumvented SHIELD’s security. 
The two of them didn’t use a secure line often so Steve thought by requesting it Tony would know 
that it was urgent. 


“Tones, can you hear me?” 
“Steve?” 


Tony croaked out his name. Without a visual, Steve didn’t know if Tony’s voice was the result of 
an injury or something else. Either way it wasn’t good. 


“Yeah sweetheart, its me. Whats going on, do I need to come to the tower?” 


Steve didn’t want to sound too urgent because if Tony was panicking then Steve needed to keep 
him calm. 


“Tts-its the kid. Peter. Peter is Spiderman, Steve. And I might have just gotten him killed.” 


Shit. 


For Those Who Are Buried Alive 


Chapter Notes 


"I place my fingers on the memory and allow the word to draw its fragile silhouette." - 
Esdras Parra, For Those Who Are Buried Alive 


“Sir, Captain Rogers is requesting a secure line.” 


Tony didn’t answer. While Steve requesting a secure line with him was unusual, he already knew 
what the captain was going to say. He would want to know Spiderman’s status and then he would 
want to know why the hell Tony had abandoned his team. 


Tony knew that he owed Steve and the rest of his team an explanation, but how was he supposed 
to give it when he couldn’t even speak? After relaying the message that he was exiting the fight he 
had flown directly to the tower to meet Dr. Cho and her team. Besides giving Cho an update and 
pleading for her to save Peter, he hadn’t spoken. 


His stomach was clenched as the reality of the situation set in. Tony hadn’t had a panic attack in 
fifteen days. This was the longest he had gone since returning from HYDRA, it was the first time 
he had even made a week. 


The team had been pushing him to tell them more about what had happened with HYDRA for the 
past few months, but Tony refused. Tony knew that he was getting bad, and he knew how to help 
himself, but he also knew that he didn’t deserve to move on when there was a kid still out there 
suffering at the hands of HYDRA. 


But it turned out the kid hadn’t been suffering because of HYDRA, he had been suffering because 
of the Avengers. 


Because of Tony. 


His hands were starting to shake even though they were clasped in his lap. Because now that same 
kid was undergoing surgery, which he may not survive because of the battered state he had started 
the day in. 


“Sir, ’'m opening the line.” 
“Tones, can you hear me?” 


Steve sounded more worried than angry. Tony tried to breathe so that his voice wouldn’t shake. 
“Steve?” 


His voice was scratchy as his mouth had gone dry at the sight of Peter. Apparently the shock of 
seeing his long lost cellmate hadn’t quite worn off yet. 


“Yeah sweetheart, its me. Whats going on, do I need to come to the tower?” 


Tony wanted nothing more than Steve to come hold him, but Steve was still an Avenger and he 
still had a mission to complete. Nevertheless, he owed his captain a status report. “Its-its the kid. 
Peter. Peter is Spiderman, Steve. And I might have just gotten him killed.” 


Tony’s voice was still shaky, but as he kept speaking it came out more like a gasp. Like Tony was 
confessing his sins with his final breath, spilling dirty secrets rather than admitting to hurting a kid. 
His kid. There was so much more he wanted to say. 


I need you. I need Peter to forgive me and more importantly I need him to be okay. I need to be 
able to breathe because right now I’m drowning even as I suck down air. I’m falling apart because 
I may have just gotten my kid killed, the same kid who I saw get tortured and I couldn’t help, the 
same kid who I shot just days ago, the same kid who has been filling my head every night. If he’s 
dead I’m never going to forgive myself, and if I can’t live with myself then you won’t be able to live 
with me either. 


Tony had moved his hands and was now clutching the edge of his seat as his shoulders slumped 
forward. He could hear his breathing getting ragged so he started counting: three seconds in, three 
seconds out. He doesn’t know how long it took him to come back to the room, but it couldn’t have 
been too long because Steve was still speaking to him. 


“Tony, if you can hear me, I’m coming. You’re in the tower and you are safe, okay? I’m coming, 
you are safe in the tower.” 


Steve must have given up on getting him to respond and instead resorted to repeating the same 
thing over and over. For a long time, Tony had been doing a good job of hiding his panic attacks 
from Steve. When he started to feel agitated or his hands started to shake he would head down to 
his lab and black it out until the panic subsided. He would usually end up on the ground with his 
back against the desk as DUM-E used his claw to grasp Tony’s wrist, in a feeble attempt to ground 
him. 


However, his last panic attack was so sudden that he didn’t have time to retreat to his lab. The team 
was gathered on the communal floor as Thursday nights had recently been declared as team dinner 
nights. Tony knew that the team’s new found love of team bonding had a lot to do with his mental 
state. Everyone was worried about Tony, and a few of them had even tried reaching out. But Tony 
had mastered the art of deflection from a young age, and so any attempts were ultimately 
unsuccessful. 


Bucky had gotten the closest as he began by telling Tony about his own journey with recovery. Of 
course Tony was already familiar with Bucky’s journey to erase his trigger words. Bucky had gone 
through years of therapy and reconditioning and had worked with a variety of neurologists and 
psychologists. However, Tony had never heard the man talk about how hard it was to dissect his 
past and relive some of his worst memories. While he was unwilling to go into specifics with Tony, 
he talked about how he had to come to terms with actions as the Winter Soldier and how he had 
began forgiving himself for some of what he had done. Tony was surprised that when he had asked 
Bucky if remembered any of his targets, he replied, “I remember all of them”. 


Tony was tense when he headed upstairs to join the team for dinner. As the head of R&D he had to 
stay updated on all the projects that SI was working on while also working as the sole inventor for 
Avenger’s tech. He was trying to play catch up on all his work to appease Pepper, but there were 
only so many hours in the day. He tried to keep evenings open for the team and for Steve, but the 
rest of his time was spent down in the lab or crashed on a couch somewhere in the tower. 


He had just gotten in a fight with a head scientist over the patenting of the design the scientist was 
working on because Tony refused to patent life-saving technology. When he made the company’s 


move into clean energy he promised himself that he would prioritize the environment and public 
health over politics and profit. This meant not patenting some of their work as it allowed other 
companies to replicate the work and keep costs low. The scientist had disagreed, calling his work 
revolutionary and worthy of national recognition. 


Tony promptly reminded the man that his work belonged to SI before firing him and sending the 
idea, full of revisions and modifications, back to R&D. Needless to say it hadn’t been a great end to 
his work day. 


After giving Nat and Clint a wave, he wandered towards the kitchen where he knew he would find 
Bruce and Steve cooking. The blonde grinned when he caught sight of Tony and immediately 
lifted his right arm so that Tony could plaster himself to Steve’s side. 


“How was work?” 
“Exhausting.” 


A one-word answer usually meant that Tony didn’t want to carry on in the conversation so Steve 
dropped it for now and made a mental note to come back to the subject later when they were alone. 
“Bruce was just telling me that Thor is coming back next week.” 


“Did point break send a pigeon?” 


Bruce was so used to Tony’s odd ways that he just answered the unasked question. “I got a message 
from him this morning. He’s with Jane now, but is hoping to get to the tower by Sunday. He also 
said that we could call him if we need him for anything.” 


Steve was using his left arm to stir whatever was cooking in the pot on the stove. Bruce was 
chopping up vegetables for a salad. The scientist was still dressed in his work clothes, a grey button 
down and black slacks. The button down was rolled up to his elbows giving him more of a relaxed 
look. 


Steve’s hand that had been thrown over his shoulder started to rub circles between his shoulder 
blades. Steve must have felt the tension in Tony’s shoulders, but he didn’t mention it as he kept 
stirring. 


The elevator doors opened, revealing both Bucky and Sam both still sweaty from the gym. Tony 
left the two in the kitchen to go say hi as he hadn’t seen either man in a few days. “Jocks must 
shower before disgracing us with your presence.” 


Bucky said, “whatever nerd,” as he flipped him off while exiting the elevator. 


As Tony conversed with Bucky, the two spy twins had started fighting over something trivial. The 
two of them spent the most time together as they were partners for SHIELD missions, fellow 
Avengers, and they shared a floor at the tower. All of this one-on-one time usually led to dumb 
fights resulting in flippant death threats and occasionally minor physical harm. 


One minute the two were in a heated debate on the couch and the next Nat had Clint pinned on the 
carpet. She had pulled a knife from somewhere as she teasingly held it above Clint’s face. Clint 
struggled for breath as he wheezed out, “‘you’re going to kill me, oh god, please stop”. 


There wasn’t any seriousness in his voice as Clint knew that Nat would never actually hurt him. 
Honestly this situation wasn’t even that uncommon, but Clint’s words still sent Tony back. 


But it wasn’t Clint saying them, it was his kid. 


Because Peter had just come back from a bad session and he was screaming at Tony as Tony tried 
to stop the bleeding. Tony could hear the kid’s screams and he remembered how Peter was 
thrashing in his arms as Tony was forced to pin him down in order to prevent further injuries. 


Bucky was in Tony’s line of vision but he couldn’t hear what the soldier was saying because static 
filled Tony’s ears. At some point he had collapsed to his knees and was clutching his chest. Even 
though Tony had had panic attacks before, it still always felt like a heart attack which made him 
pull his shirt up to check on his arc reactor’s light. 


Tony tugged his two layers up to see the familiar blue light. He knew that his heart was still 
working because he could hear it pounding in his ears, but he still needed the reassurance. Bucky’s 
hands were now on Tony’s wrists, he was trying to ground him just as DUM-E usually did. Behind 
him stood Steve, whose blue eyes were filled with worry. 


Tony was starting to hear voices over the rushing in his ears. 
“Tony- Tones, are you with us?” 

“Shit, Nat we shouldn’t have-“ 

“Someone get Cho.” 

“Everyone out, but Bucky and Steve.” 


The last one was Nat. He was pretty sure he had heard the others as well but he struggled to discern 
them. “I’m here, sorry, I’m here. Just give me a moment.” 


“We have all the time in the world.” 


Most of the team had cleared out leaving him with the two super soldiers. Tony was the most 
comfortable with Steve and Bucky as one was his boyfriend and the other understood being afraid 
of your own mind better than anyone. 


After the episode, the team pushed Tony harder to get help. Tony knew he couldn’t resist anymore. 
While the guilt of Peter being out there alone ate at him, he knew that he needed to start climbing 
out of the hole he had gotten himself in. He reached out to the therapist that he had seen after 
Afghanistan. Dr. Adams was still in California, but she agreed to start sessions with Tony over 
video calls. 


That was fifteen days ago. 


And he had been doing better. Of course therapy and some medications weren’t enough to dull the 
guilt and pain that had consumed him after getting back, but it was a starting point. He realized that 
he did need to talk about his time with HYDRA, he just couldn’t do it with the team. Dr. Adams 
encouraged him to open up to the team when he was ready, but she also told him that letting them 
in was going to be difficult because he wouldn’t be revealing past traumas to his friends. 


He would be explaining to them an ongoing trauma that most of them may not relate to: having to 
watch someone you care for be hurt and then ripped away with no clues as to where they were. Its 
why telling Pepper and Rhodey about Afghanistan was so much harder than telling Nat or Steve 
years later. While time had also dulled the wound, it was easier to tell people that didn’t know him 
before. 


With trauma there was always before and after. 


There was before Afghanistan, and there was after. 
There was before HYDRA, and there was after. 


The team only knew the post-Afghanistan Tony that had restructured his company and taken on 
the mantle of Ironman. They didn’t know the self-centered billionaire that had somehow kept 
Pepper and Rhodey around long enough to grow up. But the team did know the pre-eHYDRA Tony, 
and now they had to meet the post-HYDRA Tony. Because they weren’t the same man. 


In the past fifteen days, Tony had talked to each team member. He still couldn’t tell them 
everything, but he gave them each pieces and maybe they would put them together and maybe they 
wouldn’t. 


He explained to Clint why his words had set him off that day on the communal floor. The man had 
apologized profusely before promising to avoid any further potential-trigger words. While Tony 
appreciated the offer, he loved the archer’s carefree attitude and he didn’t want anyone on the team 
to walk on egg shells around him. He thanked Clint, but told him to keep being himself, just maybe 
limit the number of dirty jokes in front of Steve. There was only so much embarrassment one man 
could take. 


Nat, Sam, and Bucky were easier to talk to because they all had their own dealings with trauma. 
Nat and Bucky had each dealt with their own demons stemming from the Red Room and HYDRA, 
respectively. Sam personally suffered from PTSD from his time in the Army, and he had been 
counseling other veterans since his discharge a few years ago. 


Bruce didn’t need many words, he always understood Tony the best. The two were connected 
through their scientific minds and their abusive pasts. He simply took over some of the R&D 
projects to help clear Tony’s plate before retreating to his lab with a simple, “my door is always 
open’. 


Steve was the hardest. 


It was clear that the man wanted to love Tony’s pain away, but both knew that that wasn’t possible. 
Because as much as Tony hated it, the only person that could save him was himself. So Tony 
shared as much as he could and after Steve had asked how he could help and Tony broke down, 
the Captain held him and whispered in his ear. And when Tony woke up at night choking on his 
screams, the man would do it all over again. 


Tony still had a long way to go, it had only been fifteen days since reaching out after all. 


Tony was pulled back to the present as the doors to the waiting room opened. Steve, still dressed in 
his uniform and covered in dust and debris, pushed his way in. His eyes immediately fell on Tony 
who was still stuck in his chair, his hands grasping the edge. 


Tony must have dissociated because one minute Steve was on the comms telling him that he was 
on his way and the next he was crouched in front of Tony with his hands cupping Tony’s face. 


“Oh sweetheart, are you with me?” 


Tony didn’t know if he could speak so he nodded his head before closing his eyes and relishing in 
his boyfriend’s touch. 


“Any updates?” 


Tony opened his eyes again. Steve’s eyes were filled with concern, but Tony didn’t know if it was 


meant for him or for the boy that Steve had never even met. Tony shook his head. “No”. 


His voice was still scratchy, but the pain in his chest has subsided and his breathing was even. 
“Cho had the OR prepped for when we got here and was taking him right there. She said she’d 
send a nurse out when she could to update us, but nothing yet.” 


Steve’s thumb was still stroking Tony’s cheek. He didn’t even notice that tears had been streaming 
down, cutting through the dirt that was still there from the fight. 


“Do you need me to stay with you or can I go see if I can get an update?” 
“T’m okay. Can you- can you go? Please” 


Tony didn’t sound okay. His voice sounded foreign to him, he didn’t know if it was the emotion 
smothering him or if it was the lack of confidence. Steve nodded before he stood up to go find a 
nurse. Despite Tony’s unsteadiness the blonde must still trust his boyfriend because he left without 
any argument. 


Tony returned his gaze to looking at his hands. They were no longer shaking, but they finger pads 
were white from how hard he had been grasping the chair. They were also covered in dirt that had 
stuck to Peter’s dried blood. Tony began scrubbing his hands together. He didn’t even register the 
pain as he did his best to rub them together hard enough to flake off the dried blood. 


When Steve returned he had a damp washcloth and a change of clothes. Without saying anything, 
he gently took Tony’s hands into his own and began cleaning them with the cloth. When he was 
done he did the same to Tony’s face, and lastly his arms. Steve knew that Tony was out of it 
because he didn’t even ask what Steve had found on the kid. 


“Come on, lets get you out of these clothes.” 


He guided Tony to the bathroom where he helped strip Tony of his clothes. He had been left in 
compression pants and a tank top as he had used his compression shirt to slow down Peter’s 
bleeding. After getting Tony dressed, Steve filled a paper cup and made Tony drink a few gulps 
before bringing him back to the waiting room. Steve knelt in front of him again and cupped his 
face. 


“Peter’s in surgery, but Cho has him stabilized and doesn’t foresee any complications. She is 
already having her team synthesize a TPN that will provide Peter with enough nutrients for his 
metabolism. She is hoping that this will help with the malnutrition and speed up his healing factor, 
which will then help with the wounds.” 


Steve avoided mentioning the shoulder wound as that would only remind Tony of his part in 
Peter’s condition. 


“Thank you.” 


Steve had never heard Tony sound so small. He was use to the man being charismatic, filling the 
room with his personality whether it be the fake one for the press or the real one that only the team 
and close friends were privy to. Steve hated to see his love so broken, especially after he had been 
working so hard for the past two weeks on repairing what HYDRA broke. 


Steve knew that Tony wouldn’t be ready for talking any time soon, but he wasn’t going to leave 
the man and allow him to drown in his own thoughts. So as the rest of the team continued with 
cleanup, he pulled his genius into his side and began waiting. 


Season of Mists 


Chapter Notes 


"Hell is something you carry around with you. Not somewhere you go." -Neil Gaiman, 
Season of Mists 


Dr. Cho entered the waiting room in light blue scrubs and a black scrub cap. If you looked closer 
the symbols for each individual Avenger were printed on it in a cartoon style. However, Tony 
wasn’t looking at the scrub cap but the doctors hands. 


They were resting at her sides. Tony was good at reading people after years of making business 
deals and talking down criminals. Someone who was tapping their fingers or fiddling with their 
hands was usually nervous, whether it be because they were lying or they were anxious. Dr. Cho’s 
hands were still. 


“He’s stable and out of surgery.” 


Tony moved his eyes from her hands to her face. She wasn’t smiling, but she wasn't nervous either. 
Most likely she was tired from the twelve hour surgery. 


“Can I see him?” 


Tony’s voice was rough, but neither woman in the room mentioned it. Nat, who had replaced Steve 
a few hours ago, moved her hand to his shoulder. The consoling touch was out of character for the 
spy, but she must have heard the emotion in his voice. 


She knew what Peter meant to him. 


“Give us another fifteen minutes to get him settled and then you two can both come in. I'll send a 
nurse out to grab you.” 


Tony nodded before looking back down at the ground. Cho moved closer and placed her own hand 
on his shoulder just inches from where Nat’s already was. “He has a long road to recovery, but he 
is going to be okay. We are getting him the nutrients he needs and there shouldn’t be any major 
issues with his shoulder or his torso.” 


He must have looked worse than he thought for the doctor to be comforting him. 


Tony and Nat waited another twenty minutes for a nurse to come grab them. After telling them that 
he was still unconscious and to limit noise, she brought them into a room full of monitors. In the 
middle of them was Peter, who looked frail in the twin bed. 


Tony’s breathing shuddered when he saw the boy. Lying down caused his cheeks to appear more 
sunken in than when Tony last saw him. The hospital gown covered most of his body, but there 
were still bandages peeking out around his shoulder and his arms laid on top of the blankets. His 
forearms were covered in small scars, but around his wrists you could see where chains had held 
him down. The pigment was mottled and branches of the scaring traveled upwards. 


Nestled just below his left elbow was the brand that Tony had seen Peter trace so many times 
before: QKCS4550. But below that was a brand that Tony did not recognize: SPIDER. 


It made Tony nauseous to know that HYDRA had continued torturing him after their separation. 
Despite knowing how ruthless HYDRA was, he had hoped that in the time after their separation 
and before Peter’s escape they hadn’t touched him. That, or somehow the kid had managed to get 
out quickly, before another guard took a whip or a cane to him. He hoped that the kid would show 
up in a better state than Tony had left him in. 


But the kid that was laying in the bed was a shell of the one Tony had met. While Peter had been 
scarred and skinny from the day Tony met him, he had never been malnourished. He was sure that 
if he pulled down the hospital gown he would be able to count the kid’s ribs. 


Tony stumbled as the familiar feeling of panic washed through his body, turning his stomach and 
weakening his legs. Nat helped him sit down in the seat before crouching in front of him. “You are 
in the tower with me and Peter, we are all safe. I need you to take some deep breaths with me.” 


She moved one of his hands to over her chest so that he could feel her breathing. She exaggerated a 
breath in and he copied her. His chest was too tight to take a full breath in so he held it until he felt 
Nat breathe out and he did the same. The two did this a few more times. 


“Tell me about him.” 
Nat was speaking so softly that he almost didn’t hear her over the sounds of the monitors. “What?” 


“When you came back you told us all the information you knew so that we could find this kid. But 
you never talked about what you two did or talked about. Is he funny? Does he have a favorite 
book, or maybe a movie? Tell me something, anything.” 


“He’s smart,” Nat nodded as she already knew this, “but not just top of his class smart, I mean this 
kid could give me a run for my money one day.” 


Nat smiled. “A kid that can humble the Tony Stark? I like him already.” 


“Sometimes I would tell him about the projects I was working on, the ones I could risk talking 
about ina HYDRA facility.” He added the second part to ease any concern Nat may have about 
him revealing trade secrets. “The first project I told him about was just some material that I was 
working on synthesizing for Steve’s suit. I was explaining that I needed to find a balance between 
flexibility and durability and without hesitation this kid throws out the name of the alloy that I was 
already working on.” 


Tony had been so busy focusing on finding the boy and thinking about what HYDRA may be 
doing to him, he forgot about the reasons that he had been so captivated by the kid in the first 
place. “And that wasn’t the only time it happened, any time I mentioned an issue that I had 
stumbled upon in my work he had the answer. Usually the same one that I had come up with but 
sometimes his were even better.” 


Now that Tony had started, he couldn’t stop. He was telling Nat everything that he could 
remember about the kid lying in front of him. A lot of the stories had already come up in therapy, 
but some he had forgotten about until now. “And he's not just smart, he’s witty too. He would 
throw out quips that just seemed to be natural to him. For a kid who lost all touch with the outside 
world he still was full of pop culture references, most of them I couldn’t follow. He certainly has a 
mouth on him” 


Tony was now lost in the past because telling Nat about Peter’s personality meant that Tony had to 
think about why he acted that way. His cynicism and sarcasm came from years of torture. His 
intelligence made him a more valuable asset and therefore a bigger target. And his quips were 
limited due to the fact that stepping out of line got him a taser to his side. “His mouth got him in a 
lot of trouble”. 


Neither of them were smiling as both were stuck in the past. Tony stuck in his cell as Nat flashed 
back to her time in the Red Room when speaking up got her a punishment that was probably 
similar to Peter’s. 


“What we did to that kid might be one of the worse things we've ever done,” Tony looked up at 
Nat, “and he’s going to need a lot of time to recover, physically and emotionally. And there is 
something you don’t want to hear but I need to say it anyway. If we are going to help him recover 
then we need to recognize that he may not be able to heal while staying with the same people who 
hurt him. We may have to let him go.” 


Nat was right, Tony did not want to hear that. 


Steve had returned to the blast site a few hours ago. As much as he wanted to stay with Tony, he 
was still the leader of the team and he could not abandon his post. So after waiting with Tony for a 
few hours he asked Nat to take his place. 


Steve didn’t like taking another teammate out of the field, but he knew that Nat understood Tony 
better than the others. She would be able to keep him calm without bullshitting him. 


So with Tony preoccupied, Steve got back to work. 


More SHIELD agents, first responders, and members of the National Guard had started to arrive. 
The avengers had cleared the blast site so they were allowed to enter to help with the remaining 
search and rescue. There weren’t anymore signs of HYDRA, but word of their arrival earlier had 
put everyone on high alert. 


The first responders set up more triage areas where they could treat patients and arrange for 
transport. The agents and Guard members focused more on sorting through debris and pulling out 
bodies. Steve headed to the triage first. 


“How can I help?” 


If the first responders were surprised that Captain America was asking them for orders, they didn’t 
show it. A young woman wearing a FDNY jacket stepped forward. “We are trucking in supplies as 
we speak, but we need a way for the trucks to get through. If you and your guys could help clear a 

path we can start triaging patients.” 


Steve nodded. He noticed a Lieutenant patch on the jacket, she must have risen in rank quickly. 
“Thank you, Lt. Shea.” 


She smiled at him before moving back to her team and talking into the radio on her shoulder. Steve 
headed out to gather more people to help him clear the path. He did his best to stifle his thoughts of 
Tony sitting in a waiting room and a young boy laying on an operating table. He did his best to 
prioritize the mission, just as a Captain should. 


Tony had been alternating between staring at Peter’s face and pressing his own hands over his eyes 
before dragging them down his face. As much as Tony wanted Peter to wake up, he was afraid to 
hear what the boy had to say. Tony tried to put himself in Peter’s place, would he hate Tony? 
Would he be grateful to finally have a roof over his head? Would he be indifferent to the man? 


He kept running through scenarios and so he missed the fluttering of the boy’s eyes. 


Tony’s head shot up when he heard choking. He lunged forward to hit the call button. Peter’s eyes 
were frantic as he tried to breathe over the breathing tube that was still in place. 


“Pete, I need you to stop struggling. There is a tube breathing for you right now, but we are going 
to take it out.” 


Peter didn’t seem to hear Tony, he continued to thrash and his hands moved towards the breathing 
tube. Tony moved to pin the kid’s arms to the bed so he wouldn’t hurt himself or pull out the IVs. 
Tony swore as the back of one of the kid’s hands hit Tony across the face. He muttered, “where the 
hell is Cho?” 


The door to the room opened and a nurse and Nat rushed in. The nurse rushed to the other side of 
the bed and immediately grasped the tube. “I’m going to pull on three, I need you to try to cough 
when I do. One, two, three-“ 


When the nurse yanked at the tube a wet, crackling noise filled the room. This was immediately 
followed by Peter’s hacking cough. “That’s it honey, take some deep breaths.” 


Peter struggled to get air in as he continued to cough. His throat was dry and his mouth tasted like 
he hadn’t eaten or brushed in a few days. His eyes were still glazed as he looked around the room. 
A cup of water and a straw appeared in his line of sight. “Try a few sips, but don’t gulp.” 


The nurse guided the straw to his mouth and he took a few sips before pulling away. She then 
fixed the pillow behind him and guided him so that he was reclined but still propped up. “I’m 
going to go grab the doctor, but in the mean time you have some people that want to say hi.” 


Peter was still taking in his surroundings so he hadn’t noticed the two Avengers at the edge of the 
room. However, after the nurse alerted him to their presence and moved to leave he glanced over at 
them. 


Black Widow was sat in a light blue chair against the wall. With civilian clothes and damp hair she 
didn’t come off as threatening as she had during their fights. However, he knew first hand how 
deadly she could be. 


Standing closer to the bed was Tony. The man was clearly distressed as his clothes were wrinkled, 

his hair was sticking up in places, and his fingers wouldn’t stop moving even though his arms were 
tightly crossed in front of his chest. Peter took note of the blood splatter across the man’s chest and 
the red mark that crossed his cheek. “You look like shit.” 


Tony scoffed in surprise. That wasn’t what he was expecting the kid to say. It was nice to hear the 
cynical sarcasm again even though the boy’s voice was hoarse and it obviously hurt to speak. “You 
don’t look too great either.” 


“And who’s to blame for that?” 


So they weren’t going to ease into it. He knew the kid was bright and incredibly blunt, but he still 
had hoped that the kid would somehow find a way to forgive the Avengers. Of course that wasn’t 
the case. 


Nat took Tony’s silence as a cue to introduce herself. “Peter, I’m Natasha. I’m sorry for what we 
did to you and I’m sorry for what happened to you before that.” 


Peter looked surprised at the apology, he obviously was not expecting it. He looked away from the 
two and started to play with the frayed end of the blanket. “It’s nice to meet you.” 


Peter hated how small he sounded. Being sarcastic was easy. Guilting Tony was easy. Being 
apologized to was not. He knew that they should be apologizing, and he knew that he deserved 
more than that. But after years of nothing but pain and deceit, kindness is what filled him with 
dread. 


Because he didn’t know what to do or what to say back. Lashing out would bring about 
punishment, or at the very least it would push them away. The thought of accepting it made him 
sick because sorry didn’t erase all the pain they caused him. There was no way out. 


So he had resorted to the manners that May bestowed on him years before. It was more of a 
reaction than anything else. The room got quiet though, no one knew what to say next. 


There was a knock at the door before it opened to reveal a small Asian woman wearing a white 
coat over khakis and a blouse. She smiled at him, but all Peter could think about was Dr. Snow 
wearing a similar coat as he plunged a syringe into him. Peter pulled his hands up to his chest to 
remind himself that he wasn’t chained down, an action that would have looked odd to the others in 
the room. 


The woman must have realized the tension in the room because she turned to the two Avengers and 
asked them for the room. Out of his peripheral Peter could see Tony look at him, probably to make 
sure that he was okay, but Peter refused to look at him. 


He was still focusing on his breathing and when that didn’t stop the panic coursing through him, he 
went back to the basics. 


His name is Peter Parker. 

His parents, Richard and Mary, and his Uncle Ben are all dead. 
His aunt’s name is May. 

May is dead. 

He was a prisoner of HYDRA. 

He is from Queens, New York. 

Z died for him. 

Tony Stark took a bullet for him. 

He is not the asset, Spider. 

He is not an asset of HYDRA. 


Peter hadn’t done the whole thing in a while. The few times he had panicked it had gotten bad too 
quickly and he had passed out before finishing. By the time he got to the end he realized that his 
eyes were clenched shut and his hands were still grasped together close to his chest. The woman 
hadn’t spoken. 


He opened his eyes to see that she had moved to the corner of the room farthest from him and was 
now sitting. She had also removed the coat which was now draped over the chair's arm. She was 
trying to make herself less threatening just as Natasha had. 


“Peter, are you with me?” 


He nodded, but stayed silent. “I’m Dr. Cho, I’m a doctor here at Avengers tower and I work 
closely with the team. They brought you in about sixteen hours ago and we rushed you to surgery. 
We repaired the knife wound along your torso and did a skin graft after cleaning out the wound on 
your shoulder. The infection was in your blood, but your healing factor was holding it at bay so we 
should be able to clear it quickly with antibiotics. Are you following me?” 


He had looked up to the IV bag that she had gestured at. It was connected to a needle that was 
inserted near his elbow. He looked back at her and nodded. 


“Okay, during surgery we took some X-rays and saw that some of your bones had healed wrong 
and needed to be reset. We went ahead and reset your left tibia and your left ankle, which is why 
your leg is in a cast right now.” He hadn’t even noticed the cast. 


“We also found bilateral stress fractures in your metatarsal bones and phalanges, all of which are 
found in the feet, and fractures of both patellas, better known as kneecaps. These will heal with 
time, we will just need you to rest and avoid lifting anymore heavy weight. Lifting debris at the site 
is probably what caused these injuries. Are you still with me?” 


“Yes, ma’am.” 


She smiled at his politeness. “The last thing I wanted to talk to you about is nutrition. As ’'m sure 
you know, you’re body was lacking the necessary nutrients it needed when you came in which 
slowed your healing factor and most likely dulled your other enhancements. We are giving you 
TPN which is a method of giving you the necessary nutrients while bypassing your digestive tract. 
Hopefully we can remove this in the next few days and switch you to a feeding tube or soft foods 
as we up your daily calories. I know this was a lot to throw at you, but do you have any questions?” 


Peter had tried to follow, but he was still hazy from the anesthesia. Instead of answering he shook 
his head no. She must have sensed his fatigue because she stood up to leave the room and asked, 
“do you want the lights off?” 


“Yes, please.” 


“Okay, I'll tell the Avengers that you are resting. If you need anything hit the button near your 
right hand and a nurse or myself will come in. Sleep well, Peter.” 


It didn’t take long for Peter to fall back asleep. 


Tony was not happy to hear that Dr. Cho was banning them from Peter’s room for the next few 
hours. He understood that the boy needed rest, but Tony needed to keep his eyes on him. He tried 
to stay outside the kid’s room, but Natasha told him that it was time for a shower and some food. 


He didn’t bother arguing with the spy. 


He made his way up to his floor where he showered before heading back to the communal floor. 
Tony wasn’t used to being on this floor without the rest of the team. It was still just him and 
Natasha in the tower. He knew that she was constantly checking on the team and talking to Fury, 


but he hadn't bothered to follow the mission. 
Natasha was by the microwave heating up leftovers. Neither of them were very good in the kitchen. 


“The team’s doing well, they’re all still out but they’ve taken breaks to rest and eat. Sounds like 
they are all coming back for a debrief in twenty minutes and then we are going to split up into 
three groups and each take eight hour shifts until we make headway in the cleanup.” 


“Casualties?” 


“Over two hundred casualties are confirmed, but that number is expected to climb as we continue 
to dig out the subways. Hospitals are over capacity, but hospitals outside the city are already 
working to take overflow. They’ re estimating five hundred to seven hundred people being admitted 
in the next day or two, probably more after that.” 


The microwave beeped and Nat made her way over to pull out the heated stir fry. She split it 
between two bowls and placed one in front of Tony. She then leaned against the counter as she dug 
into her own. 


The two ate in silence as they waited for the rest of the team to head back. After the dishes had 
been rinsed, dried, and put away, FRIDAY alerted them to the team’s arrival. “Boss, they are 
waiting for you in conference room A.” 


The two of them headed down to the conference room where the rest of the team was already 
gathered at the table. All of them were covered in dust and a few were covered in dried blood as 
well. Thor must have shown up at some point because he was sitting between Sam and Bucky. 


Steve came over and kissed Tony on the temple before guiding them both to seats. 


Steve projected a map of the area on a hologram in the middle of the table. Markers indicated 
where triage stations were set up, where they were already digging, and the areas where engineers 
had designated it “high risk”. That meant that no digging would occur until they could reinforce 
the structures. 


““We’ve set up quadrants and tried to split up first responders and agents evenly. We also have 
cleared a path here,” he moved the map to the Northern point, “to help emergency vehicles get 
close to the site. They’ ve been bringing in medical supplies and tools and carrying patients out to 
nearby hospitals.” 


Steve closed the map. “We need to stay out there to help coordinate the different teams, but I also 
know that we are all tired and could use some rest. So we are all going to take four hours to grab 
some food and some sleep. Then we will start our teams rotation where we each do eight to ten 
hours on and the rest. Team one is myself and Bruce. Team two is Thor, Clint, and Nat. Team three 
is Sam and Bucky. I appreciate all the work you guys have already put in, but its going to take a 
while to clean up the mess so don’t exhaust yourself. Any questions?” 


Everyone shook their heads as they started to stand up and head up to their respective rooms. “Sign 
me up for team one, Cap.” 


Steve looked over at Tony. He wasn’t expecting the genius to want to go out so soon. Nat was 
keeping him updated on Tony and so Steve knew that he was reluctant to leave the kid's room 
never mind the tower. “Are you sure?” 


Everyone had stopped and settled back in their seats once Tony had volunteered. Now they were 
are looking at him with concern. “Of course, that is if you haven’t kicked me off the team yet.” 


Steve knew that Tony responded to stress with jokes, but the way he said it concerned him. He 
sounded like he was expecting to be removed, that the news was coming any moment. “Of course 
you’re still part of the team, I just figured you needed some time Shellhead. You can head out with 
me and Bruce in a couple of hours.” 


Tony nodded. “How’s Spidey?” 


Sam was the one to speak up. They had all gotten some updates, but no one fully knew what had 
happened with him. Tony realized that the team still didn’t know Spidey’s identity as they were 
purposefully keeping it off the comms. That meant that none of them knew why Tony was so 
distraught. 


Tony turned to Nat, hoping that she would understand that he wanted her to answer. And of course 
she did. 


“Spiderman underwent surgery to repair a gash across his torso as well as a shoulder injury and 
some bones needed to be reset. Cho has him resting and he’s being given fluids, nutrients, and 
antibiotics.” 


She looked at Tony to get the final confirmation that it was okay to tell them everything. It wasn’t 
really Tony’s information to share either, but he was still the Peter expert. He nodded at her. 


“Prior to being brought to the tower Spiderman took off his mask revealing his identity to Tony. 
Spiderman is Peter Parker, he’s Tony’s kid.” 


The room was silent, no one believing what they were hearing. 
“Oh god, what did we do?” 


No one had an answer. 


The Wise Man's Fear 


Chapter Notes 


"Half of seeming clever is keeping your mouth shut at the right times." -Patrick 
Rothfuss, The Wise Man's Fear 


Nat didn’t know how she had missed it. For months the team was focused on finding both Peter 
and Spiderman, and yet not once had they realized the connection. 


Spiderman had shown up within weeks of Tony’s rescue and the collapse of the HYDRA base. His 
poor excuse of a suit demonstrated his lack of resources and support. The vigilante had 
enhancements that would have either been caused by a powerful organization, or would have made 
him a high profile target for one. 


The voice modulator had been added after their first two encounters. At the time Nat thought that 
he was masking his age, but now she realizes that he was changing his voice before Tony joined 
the fight. He must have realized that the Avengers were not going to quit so he made sure that his 
identity would be safe. Nat wished that she had made Tony listen to audio from the the first 
encounter. 


And what got to her the most was that she knew he was young. The first time she had heard his 
voice she could tell that he was a teenager. She told herself that he was about twenty, most likely a 
college student, but in truth she knew that he was even younger. And yet, she said nothing. 


This would have been valuable information to give to the team, but she withheld it. At the time she 
told herself that narrowing their search for the vigilante to teenagers based on a few spoken words 
during battles would most likely eliminate too many possible candidates. She convinced herself 
that it made more sense to keep the age range larger. But this wasn’t quite the truth. 


It was true that she had only heard him speak a few times, and it was always during a fight. But she 
was guilty of focusing on his fighting style and enhancements in order to determine if he was a 
threat to her the first time they met. And the second time they met, Fury had already given them 
orders to bring him in by any means necessary. Her and Clint were there to bring him in, not gather 
information. For once she wasn’t acting as a spy, searching for information on a subject. In that 
moment she was a soldier. An Avenger. 


After the fight, as she was recalling the details of their first two encounters, she couldn’t pin point 
his age. Because yes, he did sound young, but she had been younger. Her judgement was being 
twisted by her own views on child soldiers, her own memories. She didn’t know if the voice had 
just sounded young because of the memories that plagued her, or if he was actually that young and 
that caused the memories to come back. 


So when the team asked her for information she was vague. A young man no older than twenty, 
probably a college student. And without question the team believed her. Because she was an expert 
spy, a lethal assassin, and, most importantly, an Avenger. 


But then she met the boy. And he was barely seventeen. 


Nat had seen the vigilante deteriorate as the team continued to pursue him. Her and Clint had seen 
the changes both during their fights and while reviewing their suits’ footage. They took note of the 
changes in his weight and reflexes. They were happy that he was taking longer to evade the team 
because it meant that they were getting closer. At the time they thought that he was wearing down 
because of their encounters, but now they know it was more than that. 


The vigilante was slowing because he was starving. 


His body was breaking down as he continued to fight. Their last encounter before the blast was the 
first time that the Avengers had gotten a substantial hit on him; a blast to the shoulder. And yet not 
even a day later the boy was out helping them, working side-by-side with the man who had dealt 
the blow. 


Nat knew that he was young. 
She knew that he was slowing down. 
She knew that he was hurt. 


And she said nothing. 


“Oh god, what did we do?” 


No one answered the archer. Nat, Tony, and Steve had already been wrestling with their guilt for 
the past few hours. The rest of the team was about to start. 


Nat wasn’t surprised that Clint seemed to be the most effected by the news as he had three young 
kids back home. She also knew that he had poured over the footage as much as she had so he had 
seen the boy deteriorate. What surprised her was the anger in Bucky’s eyes. 


While the man hadn't said anything, the tension in his shoulders and the tightness of his mouth 
indicated the fury he felt. The soldier was usually stoic, giving away little of what he was actually 
feeling. Yet now, as he stared Steve down, they knew exactly what he thought. “What the hell, 
Steve?” 


“Buck-“ 


Bucky stood and slammed his fist on the table. “No, you knew. You knew that we had just 
hospitalized a teenage boy and yet you came back to the fight and said nothing. How could you not 
tell us? What the hell, man!” 


Sam leaned forward and placed his hand on Bucky’s shoulder. He lightly pulled it back, hoping 
that Bucky would sit back down. “Hey, lets just take a minute.” 


“He’s right, Steve you should have told us. We’ ve been looking for this kid for months and you 
knew that he had been found and that he was hurt. He’s one of us now, we should have known.” 
The archer sounded less pissed than he had been, but the team could still hear the anger hidden 
under the concern. 


“Oh so now he’s one of us, Barton? How about when you put an arrow through his side?” 


“Says the man who shot him with a repulsor.” 
Tony was now on his feet. “You know damn well that I had no idea-“ 


“Enough!” The god’s voice thundered over his teammates bickering. “I don’t know who this boy is 
or what you did to him in my absence, but let’s give the captain a minute to explain.” No one 
wanted to argue with the god. Despite still being seated he commanded the room. His teammates 
silently returned to their seats and turned their attention back to the captain. 


Steve was silently thanking Thor. “We wanted to tell you but we couldn’t risk revealing Peter’s 
identity over the comms. We also didn’t want SHIELD to know that we technically have Spidey in 
our custody as we are still under their orders to bring him in, which we will not be doing. Anyone 
object?” 


No one did. There were some murmurs of “of course not’, but nothing else. “Good, then we will 
keep him at the tower without SHIELD’s knowledge until we can convince them to drop the 
mission. For now, only Nat and Tony are permitted to see him because we don’t want to 
overwhelm him. She will let us know when it is okay for the rest of us to see him. Any questions?” 


“What’s his status?” The anger from Clint’s voice had disappeared. He was uncharacteristically 
sincere as his words dripped with concern. He was thinking of his oldest boy, Cooper, who was 
only two years younger than the boy upstairs. 


“Cho operated on his stomach and shoulder and is pumping him full of antibiotics and nutrients. 
She also had to reset some of the bones we broke.” Tony sounded exhausted. Between the fight, 
finding out about Peter and his injuries, and then seeing the boy panic upon waking up, he was 
breaking down. Steve’s light touch across his back brought him back to the room. He looked up to 
see his teammates either looking at him with pity or staring down at their own trembling hands. He 
must have looked about as good as he sounded. “I’m gonna go check in with Cho.” 


“You all should get some rest, we can talk more later. FRIDAY will alert you when your shifts 
start.” Steve and Tony headed to one elevator as the rest of the team piled in the other. As soon as 
the doors closed Tony sagged into Steve’s chest. 


Steve rubbed the smaller man’s back as Tony tried to steady his breathing. Steve bent his head 
down and started whispering in his ear, “shhh, sweetheart, its okay. It’s okay.” Steve kept doing 
this even though Tony couldn’t respond. The elevator was on the medbay’s floor, but FRIDAY 
kept the doors shut until they were ready to exit. 


Tony just needed a minute to collect himself before seeing Cho. His teary eyes locked onto Steve’s 
concerned ones. “I don’t know how to help him, Steve. All ve thought about for the past few 
months was how I would keep him safe once I found him. But now, he’s in the ICU because of 
me.” 

“Its not your fault, Tony. We all went after him and before that HYDRA tortured him and kept him 
from feeling safe. They taught him not to trust anyone and now we have to show him that he can 
trust us, no matter how long it takes.” 


“But he did trust me!” 


FRIDAY opened the doors so that Tony could storm out. He made it halfway down the hallway 
before he turned back. “He trusted me to care for him, to clean his wounds even if he wasn’t 
conscious. He gave me information on them and trusted me to get us both out using that 
information. I thought he trusted me, but then he got out and never came to me. Instead he chose to 


be on the streets where I couldn’t protect him!” Tony was pacing the hallway now. “What did I do 
wrong?” 


“Nothing, sweetheart.” Steve cupped Tony’s chin so that the man would look at him. “He let you 
help him because you were his only shot and when it didn’t work out he lost faith. It wasn’t your 
fault that it didn’t go as plan, but he still lost hope. I don’t know if he really trusted you or if you 
were just his Hail Mary, but either way it didn’t work out. And he has been beaten down so many 
times that he doesn’t know who to trust or even how to. Maybe that’s why he didn’t come to you 
after, I’m not sure. But Tony, he’s just a kid, and he is going to need a lot of help to learn how to be 
a kid.” 


“T should have gotten him out.” 


“And I wish you had.” Steve’s reply sent another wave of guilt. “I wish you had, but we can’t 
change the past. Right now there is a kid down the hall that has a long recovery ahead of him. And 
while there is going to come a time where you guys will have to revisit the past, thats not right 
now. Right now we are gonna go see how your kid is doing.” 


And with that the two walked over to the small nurses station. There were only two on duty, one of 
whom had been the one to help remove Peter’s breathing tube. “Hi, how can we help you?” 


“We’re hoping to get an update from Dr. Cho.” Steve had slid back into his Captain America 
voice. 


“Sorry, she went home a half hour ago. I can check her most recent notes if you’d like? And then 
when she comes in I’Il have her call you down.” 


“That would be great, ma’am.” 


As she turned to grab the chart, Tony mouthed ‘ma’am?’. Steve rolled his eyes, the team loves to 
make fun of the way he speaks to the public as he always resorts to a more formal tone. It came 
from his mother’s strict manners and his time as a poster boy for the war. 


The nurse turned back to them. “Looks like she updated the patient when he woke up on his 
condition. Shortly thereafter he went back to sleep. As for his condition, all vitals are stable and he 
is responding well to the medication and nutrients. She may up the dose for both tomorrow as his 
metabolism speeds up, but for now he is all set.” She looked up at them. “Any questions?” 


“No ma’am, but can you send us an update if there are any changes in the next few hours?” She 
nodded. Steve directed his boyfriend back to the elevators. He knew that Tony wanted to stay, but 
the man clearly needed to rest. Plus, he had agreed to go back to the blast site with him and Bruce 
in a few hours. 


Peter didn’t know how long he had been asleep. He had tried to follow what Dr. Cho was saying, 
but he was still so tired. So as soon as she finished, he had dozed off. 


The room was darker than last time, but he wasn’t sure if that meant it was the middle of the night 
or if they had blocked out the light so that he could sleep. Peter looked around the room and 
noticed that he didn’t have any company this time. Dr. Cho must have asked the two Avengers to 
give him some space, which he appreciated. Although while he didn’t want to face the Avengers 
yet, his stomach still sank when he realized he was all alone. He thought about May. 


If she were here she would have been anchored to that ugly blue chair in the corner of the room 


and she would have been fussing over him. She had been a nurse in an ER for more than a decade 
so she probably would have been second guessing everything that the nurses here did. He would 
have rolled his eyes and mouthed an apology to them when May’s back was turned. 


But she wasn’t here, and Peter was alone. 


He pulled down the hospital gown that had been draped over the bandages. His shoulder was no 
longer throbbing, but Peter could still feel the pain and tightness from his collarbone to his 
pectoral. The bandages were taped to his skin so he left them, he would get a look at it when the 
bandages were changed. 


Next, he took note of the rest of his condition. There was an IV in his right arm, a tube that looked 
like it might be for nutrition coming out of his chest, and bandages covering his shoulder and 
stomach. Peter could also feel that his left foot was still in a plaster cast. 


While he didn’t look great, he was feeling better. I mean his base line was pretty bad so it couldn’t 
get much worse, but still it was nice to feel like he was finally healing. Although as his eyes raked 
over his body he couldn’t help but wince at the amount of scars and brands that covered him. 


In a dark cell he never cared about whether HYDRA left a mark. But now as he has started 
revealing more skin to the outside world he feels more self-conscious. The Spiderman suit covered 
his arms completely, but the hospital gown left them bare. He’s realizing that for the rest of his life 
his time at HYDRA will be written all over his body. Everyone who looks at him will see his worst 
moments tattooed on his body. He pulls the blanket up further. 


His eyes start scanning the room. Its another thing he picked up in HYDRA. Always be aware of 
your surroundings, always know the way out. 


Peter didn’t know if he was going to stay. He knew that he needed to recover before heading out, 
but he also knew that the threat of SHIELD was still looming. And he didn't know where the 
Avengers stood on turning him in. 


He could overhear the nurses talking about him at their desks. The one who had removed his 
breathing tube was telling her coworker that she thought the Avengers were hiding his identity 
from the world. She suspected that he was some secret love child of Tony’s or some high profile 
witness or something. Her coworker was not buying it. 


Apparently her coworker had been here longer and swore that if Tony had a child he would know 
about it. And if he was a VIP patient they would have given him more security rather than leaving 
him alone in the medbay. 


So he was alone then, that was good to know. Peter filed the information away in case he needed to 
make a clean get away. 


Butcher Bird 


Chapter Notes 


"Being able to embrace contradictions is a sign of intelligence. Or insanity." -Richard 
Kadrey, Butcher Bird 


“Ms. Romanov, the nurses require your assistance in Peter’s room.” 


FRIDAY ’s voice rang out in the empty kitchen. Nat, Thor, and Clint had just returned from their 
shift sifting through the wreckage of the explosion. The three of them had gotten back almost an 
hour ago and had gone their separate ways to shower and get some rest. 


Nat headed towards the elevator, leaving her filled plate on the kitchen counter. “What’s wrong?” 
Nat knew for the nurses to call one of them something must be wrong with Peter. They were not 
required to run medical decisions by the Avengers since they weren’t Peter’s medical proxy. 


“Peter woke up in distress and started to pull the medical devices off of him, it appears as though 
he was in a state of panic. The nurses are trying to calm him down but with his enhancements they 
are struggling to do so.” 


Trying to calm him down was an understatement. When Nat arrived at Peter’s room she saw the 
two nurses from yesterday trying to hold the boy down so that they could get a sedative in him. 
With his IV on the ground, they had resorted to using a syringe. 


Peter was struggling against their hold as he yelled at them to stop. “Stop! Get that away from me! 
Please, please stop.” Sobs and cries of pain filled the room. 


Nat had seen him take on seven Avengers at once with ease, yet in his disoriented state he 
struggled against the two nurses. The male one tried to push his shoulders back against the bed 
while the female nurse aimed the syringe at his left arm. “You need to hold still.” 


The spy was furious. “What the hell are you doing?!” 


No one looked at her. The man continued to hold the enhanced boy down as the woman got closer. 
Before Nat could yank her back, she plunged the the syringe into Peter’s upper arm and pushed the 
medication into his bloodstream. With a new bout of fury, the boy shot his fist out and hit her in 
the shoulder. 


Nat heard her collarbone crack. 


The nurse started to shriek as she fell to the ground. Nat moved forward and grabbed her by the 
opposite arm to pull her to her feet. Nat was now staring the woman down as tears gathered in her 
eyes. The spy growled, “get the hell out” and shoved the woman towards the door. The nurse 
stumbled out of the room as she clutched her injured arm to her chest. 


Nat turned back to Peter. He was no longer fighting as the sedative had started to take effect. The 
second nurse still had his hands on Peter’s shoulders, but he was no longer pushing the boy into the 


bed. His eyes were blown wide and his breathing was ragged from trying to hold off an enhanced 
individual. 


“What did you give him?” Nat’s voice was accusatory. 


“He just started freaking out, I don’t know what happened.” The man’s voice was shaking. “He 
woke up and started ripping the IV and the TPN pump out, we were just trying to stop him.” 


“What was in the syringe?” 


The man’s breathing was starting to settle, but his eyes were still blown wide in panic. 
“Haloperidol and lorazepam, its a sedative used to treat agitated patients.” 


Agitated. 


That was how they were describing a boy who had been captured and tortured for years only to 
escape and find out his family was dead, his home was gone, and the Avengers were after him. Nat 
wanted to break his collarbone too. 


“Get out and call Cho.” He quickly left the room. 


Nat looked back at Peter who was now laying still, but was still conscious. She knew that he had a 
fast metabolism and so a normal dose wouldn’t be enough to knock him out even in his battered 
state. She straightened his blankets and moved the IV pole out of the way, Cho could fix the [Vs 
later. 


“Peter, can you hear me?” She tried to keep her voice soft. His eyes were still glazed and confused, 
but he looked at her and nodded. 


“Good, is it okay if I stay with you? I’m not going to let them come back in here.” 


Again, he nodded. She pulled the blue chair from the corner closer to his bed. She kept her 
movements slow so that she wouldn’t startle him in his dazed state. 


The two of them stayed like that for about fifteen minutes. She leaned back in the chair and pulled 
her feet under her to make her less threatening. He gripped the edge of his blanket as his eyes 
wandered around the room. Every few minutes he would glance at her. She could see that he was 
still scared, but he never asked her to leave nor did he ever shy away from her. 


Eventually Nat could hear a commotion out in the hall. Based on the way Peter’s shoulders 
hunched forward, he could hear it too. 


Tony’s voice was the loudest. Nat couldn’t understand everything he said, but the words 
“incompetent” and “reckless” were thrown around. She couldn’t hear the nurses’ replies. 


“FRI, please tell them to move the conversation elsewhere.” FRIDAY didn’t reply, but Nat knew 
that she would relay the message. She was still focused on the boy in front of her who was 
becoming more tense as the yelling outside continued. “One time I stabbed Thor in the arm.” 


Peter’s head snapped towards her. “You stabbed a god?” 


She wanted to laugh at his innocence. She brought her elbow up to rest on the chair and leaned to 
that side. “Don’t sound so surprised kid, I’m an Avenger too.” 


“Of course not, I mean I didn’t mean to offend you, I just didn’t expect-“ 


She cut him off before he could embarrass himself further. “It’s fine kid, I’m just kidding.” She 
switched to a softer tone to reassure him. The last thing she wanted was for the kid to be worked 
up. “Do you want to know why?” 


“Yes ma’am.” 


She smiled at the politeness. “Call me Nat, kid.” He quickly nodded, but she doubted he would. 
From what she could tell he was exceptionally polite, except with Tony but she couldn’t blame him 
for that. “I had been in the medbay after a mission, one of my bites malfunctioned and guy 
overpowered me. I walked away with a concussion and a broken wrist.” 


Natasha had gotten hurt on missions before and so it shouldn’t have been any different. But it was. 
Because one minute she was kicking an AIM agent’s ass and the next he had her pinned. While her 
widow bite did malfunction, she should have still been able to take the agent down without it. But 
as soon as she realized it wasn’t working she was back in the Red Room, powerless against 
Dreykov as he held her down. 


Her wrist had been twisted by the agent when he had her pinned facing the wall. Her head 
slamming into the concrete pulled her back to the fight. Her other arm was still free though and she 
was able to throw her elbow back into his nose, giving her enough time to twist around and bring 
him to the ground. 


She didn’t tell the team why the agent was able to subdue her, even temporarily. Instead she 
mentioned that one of the widow bites wasn’t working and that Tony should take a look at it while 
she got checked over by medical. She had been released quickly and had been heading back to the 
communal floor when Thor caught up with her. 


He came up behind her and placed his hand on her shoulder while greeting her. “Natasha, how are 
you-“ 


He hadn’t finished his sentence before she had pulled a blade from her thigh strap and had it 
plunged in his upper arm. He took a step back and his eyes widened in surprised, but he said 
nothing. Thor could see that she was tense, still in battle mode. 


“Shit, Thor. Are you okay?” She took a step forward to get a better look at the arm. It was a small 
blade, only a few inches long. It looked like it had gone about two inches into his arm, just below 
the deltoid. 


“I’m fine, only a flesh wound. But are you okay? You look troubled.” 


She didn’t know how to answer him. She wish she had an excuse, but she couldn’t even explain 
what had happened. Usually she was so aware of her surroundings that no one could get a drop on 
her, but she hadn’t even realized that anyone else was in the hallway. She just felt the hand on her 
shoulder and reacted. “I, I’m, I don’t know.” 


In all the years that Thor had worked with her he had never heard the agent stutter. She was always 
composed, most of the time she kept to herself. “I’m sorry for frightening you, it wasn’t my 
intention.” Thor reached up and pulled the blade clean out before wiping it on his pants and 
handing it back to her. “Are you okay?” 


“Yeah I’m fine, just a broken wrist and a concussion.” 


Nat knew that he wasn’t asking her about the injuries from the battle. But the man must of known 
because he simply nodded and said, “I’m glad that you are well. I apologize again if I frightened 


” 


you. 


Nat tried again to ask about his arm and told him that she could bandage it if he would like, but he 
simply brushed her off and said that he’d be fine. And if she overheard him tell Steve later that the 
cut was from the battle, she had nothing to add. 


“Why are you telling me this?” 


Peter had listened intently to her story, but she could see that he was confused. She did want to 
distract him from Tony’s yelling in the hall, but that had stopped a few minutes ago. There was 
something else she wanted to share. 


“Peter, I was injured because I panicked in a fight and because of that Tony stayed up for hours 
after the fight blaming himself. I had to send Steve down to the workshop to pull the genius away 
from working on the bites. And after the fight I panicked again and stabbed my own teammate. 
And that same teammate now always announces his presence and he no longer feels comfortable 
casually touching his friends.” 


Nat paused, but she wasn’t done. “I’m telling you this because I want you to know that I know 
what its like to not understand what you are feeling, and how these feelings might impact your 
relationships now and in the future. I see the way you tense up around Tony and how you 
immediately feel guilty for doing so after. It’s okay if you need some time to adjust and its also 
okay if you never do.” 


Peter looked down at his hands that were still playing with the edge of the blanket. “So I may 
always be like this?” His voice was so timid that it reminded Nat that he really was just a kid. A kid 
with too much pain, too much responsibility. 


“Maybe.” He looked up at her. “But maybe not. A lot of what happened to you will stick with you 
forever, but that doesn’t mean you can’t heal.” 


“But I don’t even know how!” His outburst didn’t surprise her. Trauma causes a lot of emotions, 
and most of the time you move through these emotions quickly and irrationally. 


“With Time, Pete. For a while you are going to wake up and HYDRA is going to be the first thing 
on your mind.” He flinched at the name. “But then one day you will wake up and it will be the 
second thing, and then the third, and then hopefully you’ ll have a day where you don’t think about 
it at all. And time alone probably won’t be enough, you are going to have to put some work in. As 
much as you don’t want to, talking to people will also help.” 


“Like to you?” She wanted to say yes, she wanted to say that she would help him every step of the 
way because her heart ached when she looked at the beaten down boy. But she knew that she 
couldn’t do the work for him, and she knew that she might not be the most qualified to help him 
either. 


“You can talk to me anytime you want, kid. You can talk to the other Avengers too, Sam and 
Bucky both have some background in counseling. And Tony unfortunately has a lot of experience 
healing from trauma. But I think you’re going to need a professional. I can help find one you like, 
if thats okay with you.” 


Peter seemed to be thinking about her offer. She liked that the kid was methodical, contemplating 
her words. “Okay.” 


She smiled. “When do you want to start?” 


“No time like the present.” 


Tony had been asleep when FRIDAY alerted him to a disturbance in Peter’s room. Tony’s first 
thought was that HYDRA was here for the kid. His second was that Peter was coding. 


He shouted, “details, FRI,” as he grabbed a pair of sweatpants and a T-shirt to throw on. Steve had 
also jumped out of bed and was headed to the bathroom to grab clothes. Tony didn’t wait for the 
man as he ran to the elevators. 


“Boss, Peter woke up in distress and the nurses are trying to sedate him but it looks like that is 
causing more panic. I alerted Ms. Romanov as well since she was closest.” 


Once the elevator doors opened, Tony ran down the hall of the medbay to find a nurse, Sherri 
maybe, crying outside Peter’s room clutching her arm. As he approached her, a second nurse exited 
Peter’s room. “What the hell is going on!?” 


“He-he broke my collarbone.” Her cries were echoing but Tony was largely unconcerned with her. 
He looked towards the man. 


“The patient woke in distress and was tearing out his IVs. We tried to calm him down, but he 
wasn’t responding and he was getting violent so we gave him a sedative. Agent Romanov is with 
him.” Tony wanted to tear into the kid’s room and make sure that he was okay, but he knew that 
with Nat taking care of Peter he needed to take care of his incompetent staff. 


Tony didn’t see Steve approach them. “You’re telling me that when a traumatized kid wakes up in 
distress from a nightmare your first reaction is to sedate him? Are you fucking kidding me!?” 


“No, we first tried to-“ 


“No. See this is where you zip it. That’s my kid in there, my kid who has been held captive and 
tortured for years I might add, so you don’t go after him like he’s some drunk in an ER. If he’s in 
distress you call me and you take care of him until I get here, cause its your fucking job you 
incompetent fuck!” 


“But sir, he’s enhanced-“ 


“T don’t care, you were being incredibly reckless!” Tony could feel the blood rushing to his face, 
he was furious. “We barely understand that kid’s biology and we certainly don’t understand what 
going on in his head. So maybe you should have stopped and thought for a fucking second.” 


“Tones, maybe we should let Sherri get looked at and we can do this later.” 


Before Tony cold berate his boyfriend for helping her, FRIDAY interrupted, “Ms. Romanov is 
requesting that you move the conversation elsewhere.” 


Tony huffed out and looked at the two cowering nurses. “This isn’t over. Sherri you can go get 
looked at, I believe Dr. Morris is on call.” He looked down at the man’s name tag, “and Adam you 
can come with me. We’re going to call Dr. Cho and you are going to tell us exactly what 
happened.” 


“You aren’t staying?” Steve’s surprise was evident in his voice. He wasn’t expecting his boyfriend 
to let the kid out of his sight. 


“Romanov’s got him, he trusts her more than me. And you are going to stay right here and let me 
know if there are any changes.” 


Steve knew that Tony was hurt by Peter’s lack of trust in him so he didn’t comment. He just 
nodded and leaned in to kiss the man’s temple. “Of course.” 


Steve took a seat outside the kid’s door. A few minutes after Tony’s departure, Bucky came to join 
him. He took a seat without a word. 


The two sat with their backs against the door, making sure that no threats came near their kid. 
Inside the room, the world’s deadliest assassin comforted the scared boy. 


The two supersoldiers did their best to not listen in to the conversation happening in the room 
behind them. But with no one else in medbay and no earphones, they were forced to hear Nat 
recount the story about panicking during a battle and then again with Thor. Steve closed his eyes 
and forced himself to not look at Bucky. 


As the team’s leader he was fiercely protective over his teammates, his friends. Hearing Nat’s story 
and how she still struggles with her fear of men made him want to burst into the room and take her 
into his arms. But he knew that not only would that be a breech of privacy, but it wouldn’t be 
effective. Because Nat didn’t need protection, she just needed a friend on her side, or a whole team 
of them. So Steve vowed to watch over her more closely and be there if she needed it. Steve 
figured that Bucky was having similar thoughts a few feet away. 


The soldiers listened as Nat was honest with Peter in how recovery will be long and confusing and 
incredibly difficult. They listened as she convinced him to take up therapy and to possibly talk to 
the team as well. And then they listened to her and Peter sit in a comfortable silence until Peter fell 
asleep. 


Nat exited the room shortly after Peter’s breathing became shallow and steady, an indicator that he 
was finally back asleep. When she came out of the room and saw the two enhanced individuals, 
recognition donned her face. She knew that they had heard what she had said, but none of them 
commented. 


“I’m headed to bed, he should sleep for a few hours but let me know when he is awake.” 


“Of course. Goodnight Nat.” 


1984 


Chapter Notes 


"Perhaps one did not want to be loved so much as to be understood." -George Orwell, 
1984 


Nat and Clint had been called on a SHIELD mission. That meant that Tony was left to deal with 
Peter on his own. 


“What if he freaks out again? I don’t know how Nat calms him down, I’m not going to be able to 
help him. Oh god, I can’t do this. I need to tell her to come back.” 


Steve smiled to himself as he listened to his boyfriend. He wished the media could see Tony like 
this, all strung out over making sure his kid was okay. Although part of him liked knowing that him 
and the team were the only ones to truly know the man. “Tones, don’t call Nat. You know Peter 
better than any of us, you’re going to be great with him. Plus, me and the rest of the team are going 
to be here too.” 


The genius stopped pacing. He dragged one of his hands through his hair, causing the ends to stick 
up in places. “Are you sure?” 


Steve could see the concern in the man’s eyes, but he refused to lie to him. “No. I’m not sure, but 
I’m hopeful.” That may not have been the right thing to say as Tony continued pacing across their 
bedroom. The blonde continued to fold their laundry on the bed. There wasn’t much he could say 
to comfort his boyfriend, he would just need to be there to offer support. 


“Boss, Peter is awake and is currently talking to Dr. Cho. Cho is requesting that you meet them in 
Peter’s room.” 


“Do you want me to come with you?” 


“No, no that’s fine. ll update you afterwards.” Tony went up on his tiptoes to kiss Steve before 
heading down to the medbay. 


When he opened the door to Peter’s room he saw the boy sitting up listening to the doctor who was 
sat next to his bed. Tony noted that Cho had ditched her typical white coat for a soft cardigan and 
casual trousers. She had taken Nat’s placed in the blue cushioned chair. 


When the doctor looked over at him, she smiled. “Tony, please join us. I was just updating Peter.” 


Peter was cautiously studying Tony has he moved further into the room. Tony gave the kid a smile, 
“hey kid, you look good.” 


Tony thought he saw the kid mouth “thanks” but it was too quiet for him to hear. There wasn’t 
another seat for Tony, but he stood against the wall, trying to give Peter some room. 


“As I was telling Peter, he has improved greatly these past few days. I was able to remove the TPN 
pump and we started him on a new diet today, sticking with soft, bland foods. The antibiotics have 
gotten rid of the infection in his blood and his wounds are healing nicely. He’s going to be sore and 


he could probably benefit from some PT for his shoulder.” Tony was nodding along to what the 
doctor was saying. “And I think he is ready to be discharged from the medbay.” 


Shit. Tony wished that Nat was still here because despite the kid being here for over a week, they 
had never discussed how they would transition him. Tony realized that both Cho and Peter were 
waiting for him to respond. “That’s great, I’m glad you are doing better, kid.” Peter’s face didn’t 
change from its empty expression. “And of course we have a room for you here at the tower. But 
only if thats okay with you? The room is on my floor, but if you’d be more comfortable with Nat I 
can fix up the guest room on her floor. Or anyone’s floor, really, just say the name and [’Il get to 
work.” 


“Thank you, Tony.” Cho cut him off before he could keep rambling. He appreciated it. She turned 
back to Peter. “Sounds like you have some options here, and if you aren’t comfortable here we can 
find something else too.” 


“T can’t go home?” The boy’s voice was still quiet and rough from sleeping. Tony and Cho both 
knew that Peter didn’t have a home to go back to, and so he probably meant some alley or decrepit 
structure. It broke Tony’s heart all over again. 


Before Tony could do something dumb like respond with an emphatic no, Cho responded. “Peter, 
I’m afraid your lifestyle was a big part of why it took your body so long to heal. I can’t in good 
conscious send you back to that. You don’t have to decided right now, but I'd like you to think 
about Tony’s offer.” 


Peter responded with a resigned nod of his head before looking back down at his interlocked 
hands. “Dll go with Tony.” Tony was shocked to hear the boy agree so quickly, but he was also 
heartbroken at how dejected the boy sounded. As much as he wanted his kid safe in his tower, he 
also wanted his kid to be happy. 


“Okay kid, I’m glad to hear it.” Tony hated how fake his voice sounded. “Do you want me to 
make up the guest room on Nat’s floor?” As much as he hated to admit it, the boy was much more 
fond of the spy than he was of him. 


“No, your floor is okay.” 


Tony didn’t let the surprise show in his face. “Alright, Pll go make sure its ready for you and then 
maybe we can pick out some new things together.” Peter didn’t respond. “Dr. Cho do you need 
anything else?” 


“I’m going to do one last check-up on Peter and then [’Il have FRIDAY let you know when he’s 
ready.” 


“Thanks, doc. And see you later, kid.” Tony got to the elevator before he realized that his hands 
were shaking. 


“And through here is the bathroom.” Tony and Steve were showing Peter his room, which was just 
down the hall from theirs. The boy thanked them when appropriate and occasionally nodded, but 
other than that he made no effort to connect with them. Steve had smiled and greeted the boy when 
he got to their floor, but after that he hung back to give the boy some space. 


Which left Tony to be the one giving the tour. He nervously took Peter through the apartment 
showing him the necessities, leaving other stuff for later. They were currently in Peter’s bedroom 


which had already been painted dark blue and had grey bedding and some Spiderman touches. 
Peter had been slowly letting his hands glide over his new belongings when he looked up to see 
Tony open another door that opened up to a large bathroom. He was overwhelmed. 


“Thank you.” He was struggling to stay mad at the man. Even before HYDRA his 
accommodations had never been this nice. He doesn’t remember his parent’s home, but May and 
Ben’s apartment had been small and it was cluttered with sentimental items. May struggled to 
throw anything away, everything from old receipts to Peter’s hand-turkey drawings were kept. 
Things rarely had a place to go as May also struggled to organize. She used to joke that she was a 
sentimental person that just hadn’t found a system yet. Ben joked that she was a hoarder. 


And then one day a few months after Ben had been killed, Peter came home to find cleaned out 
shelves and numberous boxes and trash bags strewn through the apartment. Apparently looking at 
her late husband’s belongings was too painful so one day she decided to pack them up and send 
them to donation centers. Ben’s books would be brought to the closest library and his clothing 
would go to nearby homeless shelters. The rest would end up at a Goodwill or thrift shop. 


Peter had managed to grab a NYPD T-shirt and Ben’s old watch before May had come out of her 
room hauling the last of his things. She wiped the sweat from her face and gave him an apologetic 
smile. She told him that she wanted his things to be used to help others, but both of them knew that 
she just needed it out of the house. Peter knew that when she was ready he would give her the 
NYPD T-shirt to sleep in, he didn’t want her to regret losing all of him. 


After that, their apartment was less cramped but it was still small. Peter and May shared a 
bathroom and in the mornings they were always in each other’s way in the bathroom or kitchen. 
Peter did his best to set his alarm earlier to give May her space, but he was a teenage boy after all. 


God he missed her. 


That T-shirt must have been hauled away with the rest of their things by whoever cleaned out their 
apartment after May’s death. Peter had been wearing the watch when he was taken by HYDRA. 
They had removed it on his first day and he never saw it again. 


“Kid? You okay?” Tony’s concern penetrated his memories of May. He looked up at the man. 
“Sorry I was just lost for a second. What did you say?” 


Tony sighed either in frustration or pity, Peter wasn’t sure. “It’s okay, I know this is a lot. I just 
wanted to know what you thought? We can change anything you want and we’ll get you some new 
stuff as well.” 


Peter forced a smile. “It’s great Tony, thank you. It’s just a bit overwhelming, ya know?” 


“Yeah I know.” He didn’t. “I just want to make sure you’re comfortable here. I'll let you get 
settled in and Steve and I are going to get lunch started. Are you good with grilled cheeses? Cho 
said to keep things on the bland side” 


“Yeah sounds good.” 
“Tomato?” 
He smiled at the domesticity of it. He had missed this. “Of course.” 


The two Avengers left Peter in his room and headed to the kitchen. Peter could overhear Steve 
make a joke about Tony helping with lunch, which the genius balked at. Apparently the man 


wasn’t much of a cook. 


Peter took his time in searching the room for any bugs or cameras. He knew he was being 
paranoid, but he also knew that he wouldn’t be able to relax without doing a full sweep. He didn’t 
find any bugs or cameras, but there were some sensors placed in the corners of the room. Peter 
figured that they were connected to the AI which ran the building. Peter left them alone, but filed 
the information in the back of his head. 


By the time he was done sweeping the room, Tony had returned to let him know that lunch was 
ready. The two headed to the kitchen in silence. Peter paused near the doorway. The captain had a 
dish towel thrown over his shoulder and was moving three grilled cheeses over to the plates with a 
spatula. Again, Peter was struck at the domesticity of it all. 


Tony headed over and gave the other man a kiss on the cheek before heading to the fridge. “What 
do you want to drink, Peter? We have water, milk, OJ, and iced tea.” 


“Um, waters fine.” Tony immediately regretted asking. He knew the kid was only allowed water 
when eating, and he could have protein shakes to replace meals if he wanted. Tony didn’t let the 
slip up phase him though. 


“Tce?” 


“No thanks.” Tony took note that the kid was more of a room-temp guy. Somehow gathering more 
information on the kid’s likes and dislikes made him feel more in control of everything. 


“Ts there anything I can do?” The question was directed at Steve. 


Steve gave the kid an easy smile. “Not right now, but maybe you and I can tackle the dishes 
together afterward.” Peter nodded before grabbing a seat at the table. He hoped that he hadn’t 
taken one of their chairs and considered asking before deciding against it. God, he was nervous. 


The two men brought the plates and water glasses over and set them on the table. If Peter had taken 
one of their seats, they didn’t mention it. They all dug in. “Taste okay?” 


Peter nodded, not looking at the Captain. It had been a while since he had tasted actual food and 
even longer since that food didn’t come out of a dumpster. He did his best to not wolf it down all at 
once. He watched the other two men to see how quickly they were eating. 


Tony was faltering for a way to start a conversation that didn’t seem completely forced. In the end, 
Steve saved him from having to do it. “So Pete, if you are feeling up to it I was thinking we could 
take a walk to Central Park later. ’m guessing you could use some time outside after being stuck 
inside the past week.” 


Tony wanted to jump in and say that maybe it was not the best idea to bring the kid out in public 
when the media was relentless in getting pictures of the two team leaders. Although before Tony 
could object, Peter spoke up. “Yeah that would be nice. And maybe after I could grab a few things 
from where I was staying?” 


Again, Tony wanted to say no but Steve answered first, “sounds good”. God, they were going to 
suck at this co-parenting thing. Tony had forgotten that the two of them rarely agreed on anything 
despite being co-leaders and a couple. 


After lunch was done, Tony left the other two to finish up the dishes. He went to his closet to grab 
one of his jackets for Peter and plain sweatshirts and baseball caps for himself and Steve. 
Hopefully having a teenage boy at their side would prevent people from recognizing them. Plus, 


most New Yorkers would assume that the two would still be helping with cleanup at the blast site, 
not trying to help a traumatized teen. 


Tony returned to the living room to see the two of them finishing up. He stopped near the 
entranceway to overhear what his boys were talking about. Steve was telling Peter about how in 
the Great Depression his ma had to use combinations of vinegar, baking soda, and water to clean 
everything from their kitchen floor to their hair. Apparently money was so scarce that cleaning 
products along with some other household items, such as bread or canned soup, was too expensive 
so families resorted to making their own. Tony heard Peter admit that him and his aunt had done 
the same thing with cleaning products. 


Tony entered the room before Steve could respond. Tony threw all of the jackets and hats on the 
counter. “Ready to move out?” 


“Yeah, let me just finish drying the last dish and then we’re done.” 


Soon the three of them were off. 


Tony was horrified to see where the kid had been living. 


They had ended up driving to the park since they were headed over to Queens afterwards. Peter had 
been pretty quiet the whole time, but if either Steve or Tony asked him something he would give a 
short answer. 


Fearing that they may be spotted by someone with a camera, the trio hadn’t stayed long at the park. 
They walked around for about twenty minutes before they noticed Peter slowing down. Steve 
grabbed the car for them and they all headed out to the address Peter had given. Tony was 
expecting Peter to be in a bad area, but he wasn’t expecting to see a half collapsed townhouse that 
was filled with mold, debris, and god knows what else. 


Tony tried to keep the look of horror off his face, but Peter must have noticed his distaste because 
the boy sheepishly looked away from the man. 


“How can we help?” Steve was able to keep his tone more neutral than Tony would have. 
However, Tony could tell that his boyfriend was uncomfortable because he was slipping back into 
his Captain America voice. 


When Peter responded he was rubbing the back of his neck and still avoiding eye contact. “Um, 
I’m just going to go up to the top floor and grab some things. I'll be right back.” 


“Are you sure its safe?” Tony wanted to roll his eyes at how paternal Steve sounded, but he had 
been thinking the same thing. The majority of the second floor had collapsed and it looked like the 
third wasn’t far behind. 


“Yeah, it will be fine. I’ve spent enough time here to know what areas to avoid.” 
The comment dug at Tony. 


With the grace of Spiderman, Peter climbed up the two stories before disappearing on the third. If 
his shoulder was still bothering him, it didn’t show. Still, they both worried that the boy would hurt 
himself again and that they would have to call Cho and let her know that they couldn’t even go a 
day without causing more damage. 


Tony gave Steve a worried look, but neither said anything as they knew Peter could still hear them. 
Steve was listening to Peter open a door and shuffle things around. At one point Peter paused for a 
few minutes, causing Steve to worry that the boy was trying to slip out another exit. But before the 
blonde could say anything, he heard Peter move again. 


Peter was embarrassed for the two Avengers to see his home. When he had been living here he just 
thought that he was lucky to find a room that was in relatively good shape. And sometimes when 
he woke up he forgot that there were two floors of destruction right below him. It was better than 
his previous living arrangement. 


But walking in after over a week in Avengers tower, Peter was noticing the flaws that he had 
simply overlooked before. In his makeshift bedroom there was paint stripped off the walls and 
mold hugging the corners of the room. Parts of the ceiling were on the ground, but Peter 
remembered that most of that had come down because of the explosion. The wooden floor was 
sloped in areas, and in other places it was water stained from the leaks in the roof. And this was the 
nice part of the place. 


Peter opened the closet to grab one of the suitcases that had been left by the owner. He threw in 
some books off the bookcase, his blanket, and his toothbrush. He then went over to the desk and 
opened a drawer where he had thrown some things that he had printed at the library. There were 
the police reports for him and May, a picture of May that he had found through her employer, his 
family’s obituaries, and newspaper articles about Tony’s disappearance and reappearance. He 
carefully placed all the documents in his suitcase before zipping it up. 


He then walked over to the window, which no longer had any plywood over it as the explosion had 
knocked down what had remained. He thought back to all the times he had snuck through this 
window to go out as Spiderman, and all the times he then had to drag himself back in, usually 
sporting some sort of injury. Injuries that he then had to treat all on his own. 


He considered climbing out the window with the suitcase webbed to his back. This time sneaking 
out to be Peter Parker, not Spiderman. But after a few minutes he stepped away, he knew that his 
home was the tower now. At least for a little while. 


He wasn’t sure what made him stay. If it was his talks with Nat, or even his promise to her that he 
would seek out professional help. It may have been the way Steve was constantly scanning the 
crowd for threats at the park, always putting himself in between the crowd and Peter. 


Or maybe it was the other man waiting for him downstairs. The man who cared for him when 
Peter needed it the most, and who was finally able to get Peter out of Hydra even if it wasn’t the 
way they planned. The man who, despite unknowingly pursuing Peter as Spiderman, had always 
done what was best for Peter even when it meant staying away from him. 


So with his suitcase barely filled with belongings, Peter climbed his way back down and met the 
two Avengers on the first floor. 


“Ready to go?” 


“Ready.” 


Killing Pretty 


Chapter Notes 


"Maybe home isn't the place you love, just the place you know best." -Richard 
Kadrey, Killing Pretty 


Bucky was pounding his fists into a worn punching bag. He hadn’t bothered taping his hands so 
they were just starting to bleed. 


He had noticed that the sleepless nights had been increasing since going back into the base where 
the kid had been kept and he had been stationed years ago. And they were still going through all 
the HYDRA intel that they had collected and dealing with the aftermath of the blast. Also, the 
stress of worrying about Nat after hearing her talk about her panic attacks, and the stress of 
worrying about the kid, was only adding fuel to the sleepless nights. 


Bucky knew that all this shit was piling up and he wasn’t dealing well with it. He wasn’t dealing 
with it at all. Hence the punching bag. 


He wanted nothing more to go be with his best friend, but Steve had the responsibility of caring for 
Peter and grounding his boyfriend. The latter would have been his second choice to go to, but that 
also wasn’t an option. 


So Bucky was coming down to the gym in the middle of the night to beat the shit out of Stark’s 
punching bags. He was going through at least three of them a night. If anyone else in the tower 
noticed the dwindling supply of bags, they weren’t saying anything. 


Bucky took a few more hits before taking a step back to wipe the sweat from his forehead. He had 
been down here for a few hours already. 


When he heard the gym door open he whipped around to see who it was, no one was ever down 
here this late. His body snapped into a fighting stance on reflex. He was still a soldier at heart. 


Sam didn’t look surprised to see him. “Late night?” 


He relaxed his stance, but there was still tension in his muscles. “Late night, early morning, same 
thing.” Bucky didn’t even try to hide the exhaustion in his voice. Sam must already know he isn’t 
sleeping if he’s down here checking on him. 


“Not really. Late night implies you are going to sleep later, early morning means you’re done 
sleeping.” 


“And if its neither?” 
“A breakdown.” 


Bucky laughed. As much as he hated Sam’s therapist bullshit, he appreciated his honesty. The two 
of them got off on the wrong foot, largely because Bucky had been trying to kill him, but they had 
moved on from that. Well as much as you could, anyway. Not quite friends, but acquaintances. 
Colleagues, maybe. 


The soldier walked over to his water bottle. Sam probably wasn’t going to let him keep punching. 
He took a seat and gulped down some water. Then he finally asked what had been on his mind. 
“Do you still hate me?” 


The question was unexpected. Sam came down here because he thought Bucky may be struggling 
with the resurgence of HYDRA, not whatever this was. “No, I don’t hate you.” The other man 
nodded to himself, but didn’t say anything. “Should I?” Sam couldn’t mask his confusion. 


Now Bucky was the one that looked surprised. “The first time I met you I pulled the steering wheel 
out of your car and tried to kill you. Most people don’t get past that.” 


“Well, I consider it an occupational hazard.” The soldier didn’t laugh. “When Steve first talked 
about you joining the team I didn’t agree with him. In fact I told him he was crazy, but you know 
how stubborn our boy is.” 


Bucky was still quiet. 


“Listen, we certainly didn’t meet under the best of terms but you were being controlled by a 
terrorist organization and I happened to get in your way. You’ve come a long way since then and I 
know that you aren’t the same man. So no, I don’t hate you. Scared of you? Sometimes, especially 
when you get that murderous look in your eyes since I’ve been on the other side of that look a few 
times. But now that you’re with us I don’t mind it so much.” 


“Thanks, Sam.” Sam could tell that Bucky was getting emotional and probably wanted to move on. 
But Sam needed to know why this was eating at the man now. The two of them had been working 
together for months and living together for just as long. 


Sam was trying to figure out how to ask the man, but Bucky’s next question gave him all the 
information he needed. “Do you think he’II hate us?” 


Peter. This was about Peter. 


Because he had met the Avengers in a similar way to how Sam met Bucky. With fists and bullets 
flying. So Bucky wanted to know if there was a way to move on from that. 


And Sam was proof that there was. 


“He may. Or he may not understand what he feels towards us. But we’re going to apologize, all of 
us, individually, and then we are going to make sure he feels safe with us. And if he doesn’t then 
we will either find a way to make him feel safe or get him into a new home where he can heal, 
even if that means he’s not around us. I don’t know whats going to happen. I hope things will be 
okay, but I really don’t know.” 


“Him agreeing to stay with us is a good sign though, right?” 


Sam could hear the uncertainty in the man’s voice, but he could also hear sincerity. The soldier 
really just wanted this boy to be okay. And Sam wanted the same thing. “I hope so. Hopefully it 
means that he feels safe enough to stay here and that he will want to stay with us long term. But it 
could also mean that he feels like he doesn’t have a choice, whether its because he has no where 
else to go or because he thinks we would track him down. I don’t know whats going through his 
head right now.” 


Bucky threw his water bottle into his gym bag and clasped Sam on his shoulder when he passed. 
“Thanks again, Sam.” 


“Anytime.” Sam patted the other man on the back. 


The two were already headed to the elevator when FRIDAY got their attention. “There is an 
emergency in Peter’s room. I’m alerting you as you two are the closest.” 


The two Avengers ran. 


Peter never had nightmares when he was living on his own. He never had them at HYDRA either. 
Maybe it was because his reality was such a nightmare and doubling up would just be cruel. 


He had been fine in the medbay, but he was usually too drugged or exhausted to think anyway. But 
as his physical health improved, the nightmares came. 


Sometimes they were about HYDRA, but most nights they featured random landscapes and 
unknown threats. Peter never saw what was after him, but he just knew that he had to get away 
before he ran out of time. It all came back to time. 


He was always running out of time. 


When Peter abruptly awoke from these nightmares FRIDAY would ask if he needed anything or if 
she should alert someone. Peter always declined. He didn’t need the Avenger’s help and he 
certainly didn’t need their pity. The age gap between him and them was already so evident that he 
didn’t need them coming in to coddle him. 


Peter figured that if one them asked FRIDAY about how he slept she would have to tell them. But 
the fact that none of the Avengers had brought it up with him meant that they probably didn’t 
know because the team was incredibly nosy. They were always asking how he was settling in, how 
he was doing, if he needed anything to eat. It was driving him nuts. 


Peter had always been self sufficient, even before HYDRA. May and Ben were great parents but 
they also had to pull so many shifts at work that they often weren’t around until after dinner. Peter 
would give them a quick summary of his day and they would do the same and that was that. But 
now Peter was constantly surrounded by adults who had all the time in the world for him. 


And he hated it. 


He had been at the tower for over a month and yet there was still tension between him and them. 
Most of them had apologized to him and he had told them that it was okay. Peter wanted that to be 
true, but it wasn’t okay. Because he was always on edge waiting for the catch to come. For Fury to 
show up, for them to kick him out, for them to stop asking how he was doing. But it hadn’t come, 
not yet. 


Even the archer came to Peter to apologize and take responsibility for escalating things. Peter 
could tell that he was being genuine, but all Peter could do was focus on ending the conversation 
so that he could retreat back to his room. 


Steve and Tony were the least overbearing of the bunch, which surprised him. He expected the two 
superheroes to constantly be checking up on him and encouraging him to interact with them and 
the team. But instead the two men left Peter alone during the day as they went to their respective 
jobs. They always offered to make him breakfast in the morning, which Peter always refused, and 
then they made dinner for him every night which they ate all together. After dinner they would 
sometimes propose a movie or game night, but whenever Peter turned that down, which was 
always, they respected it and would go spend time together just the two of them. Peter went to his 


room. 


At first Peter was confused as to why they let him go, if they really wanted him to join them 
wouldn’t they push him a little harder? Did that mean that they really didn’t want him around and 
they were just being nice? Or did they actually want him there and they were just waiting for him 
to take them up on their offer, any offer? Should he go out and tell them that he changed his mind? 


These were the thoughts that went around his head when he was holed up in his room. This 
probably didn’t help with the nightmares. 


Tonight, when Peter closed his eyes he was at the end of a dock, staring out at the water and a 
blanket of fog. He knew that there was something or someone coming. He would glance back at a 
dense forest. Some of the trees were shaking as if something large was hitting them, but he couldn’t 
see through their thick branches. 


He would turn back to the water, knowing that he had to jump in. But every time he went to jump 
the tide would recede and the water would be too shallow for him to jump. His legs felt heavy too, 
like even if he tried to get away he wouldn’t be able to move. Behind him, the trees were starting to 
fall. 


Thwack. 

Thwack. 

A whip crosses his back. 
Thwack. 

A woman’s voice is in his ears. 
Thwack. 

“Again.” 


Peter woke up screaming. His legs were restrained, but he could move his hands. His hands went to 
his opposing wrists to check for chains, but there is nothing there. He pushed himself backward, 
slamming his head into the wall, and then continued to scramble. His legs were now free, but he 
was falling. He hit the ground and retreated further away. 


He was no longer screaming, but his breathing is ragged. His legs were drawn up to his chest and 
one of his arms is wrapped around them while the other cradles the back of his neck. 


Protect the ribs. 
Protect the head. 


His muscles were drawn tight. He needs to relax them, it will hurt less that way. He was just 
starting to relax his muscles when he heard another voice. Its a man’s voice now. 


There was a shadow coming over him, someone is standing in front of him. He waits for the blow. 
It doesn’t come. What are the guards waiting for? 
“Peter? Bud are you with me?” 


Peter knows that voice. That voice is a traitor. He doesn’t know what that means, why is someone 


a traitor? Why can’t he think straight? He pulls his limbs in closer. 


“You're breathing too fast, bud. You need to slow down. Breathe in for three seconds and out for 
three. I'll count.” 


The man starts to count, but Peter isn’t listening. He sees grey. The floor is grey and plush. Usually 
the floor is white and the walls are green. He looks up. 


They’ re blue. 


The man is in front of him and he is still counting. His face is relaxed, but his body is tense. He is 
trying to hid his emotions, but he is not doing a very good job. “Are you with me bud?” His voice 
is softer than his appearance. 


He is wearing gym clothes and he has sweat beads gathered on his forehead. Peter nods at the man 
and keeps breathing. He looks past the man to see another one, but this one is already headed out 
the door. 


“Do you know my name?” 

“Bucky.” The traitor. The soldier. Now, an Avenger. 

“That’s right, bud. And where are we right now?” 

“Tower.” 

“Yup, and who’s the president?” 

Peter paused. “Its been a while since I’ve been in a classroom.” 


Bucky laughed. “I guess you’re right, [Il let you get away with it.” He paused, probably waiting 
for Peter to say something. Peter didn’t know what to say. “Are you okay?” 


He was definitely not okay. He was spending his days in a tower of superheroes while millions of 
New Yorkers around him were going on with their lives, oblivious to his existence. And in the 
midst of all these people he was alone. He decided to be honest with the man. “No. No, I don’t 
think I am.” 


Bucky nodded as if he expected this. Clearly the man was out of his depth as he searched for a 
reply. Peter spoke up again before the man had a chance, “I need Natasha.” The request wasn’t 
surprising as the boy was still closer to the spy than he was with anyone else. But his tone was 
demanding, not desperate as Bucky had been expecting. 


“Ok, FRIDAY will have her come up. Steve and Tony are right outside, is it okay if they come in? 
I’m sure they want to check on you. Only if its okay with you though.” The last part was added 
quickly, as if Bucky needed to make sure that Peter understood that he had the right to make the 
call. 


“They can come in with Tash.” Bucky smiled at the nickname. Peter was the only one who got to 
call her that, everyone else called her Nat besides Clint who called her Tasha. 


“Okay Pl let them know. Do you want me to stay until she gets here?” 


Peter nodded. While he didn’t feel completely comfortable around the soldier, he needed the 
company to ground him. His mind turned on him when he was alone. 


The two of them sat in the corner in silence for a few minutes. Peter focused on his breathing and 
avoided looking at Bucky. Bucky stared across the room, his stare never wavering. Finally 
FRIDAY announced that Agent Romanov was waiting outside. Peter told FRIDAY to let her in. 


Nat came into the room wearing black PJ shorts and an oversized sweatshirt that she had probably 
stolen from one of her teammates. Close behind her were Steve and Tony, the former wearing 
sweats while the latter had on an oil-covered black tank and jeans. He must have been in the 
workshop. 


“How are you, nayK?* 


Peter smiled at the Russian nickname. She had started calling him it during their training. As soon 
as his PT had cleared his shoulder, she had started helping him with his hand-to-hand so that he 
didn’t always have to rely on his enhancements. The two of them practiced in the gym every 
morning that Nat didn’t have to work. She had started by calling him “spider’’. Peter had flinched 
the first time, as it reminded him of the brand that HYDRA had given him. The one burned directly 
under his serial number. She quickly switched to Russian. 


“T’m ready.” 


“Ready for what?” She was speaking slowly. Peter had noticed that the team always spoke slowly 
to him as if his brain needed more time to process things. It didn’t. 


Peter’s voice was quiet when he spoke, “to talk to someone”. Nat’s eyes widened. She obviously 
hadn’t expected him to follow through on his promise to talk to a professional when things got to 
be too much. Peter could also see her concern because he was also admitting that things were too 
much. 


Peter looked over at Steve and Tony who had both hung back letting Nat take the lead. “I know I 
haven’t shown up in the ways you want me too and to be honest I’m not ready to do that. I may 
never be.” Peter looked down at his hands, it was a nervous habit. “But I can’t sleep,” his voice 
broke, “and I can’t keep doing this.” 


Steve had obviously heard enough because he slowly came closer to the boy and knelt down. His 
eyes were watery. “Oh, Pete I’m sorry we let it get this bad. We didn’t want to push you, but we 
knew you weren’t adapting well. We want to help you, in any way we can.” Steve looked back at 
his boyfriend, but the man was still frozen in place. 


Peter was still looking at Steve. “Thank you.” 
“Tlayk, we can find someone in the morning to talk to, but what do you need right now?” 


Peter didn’t know. And that was the worst part, because he could feeling this gnawing in his 
stomach and tightness in his chest and he didn’t know what he needed. What he wanted was to start 
over, to erase the memories of everything so that one day he could stand at the edge of the water 
and enjoy the view rather than always be checking behind him. “I don’t know.” 


“Star Wars.” 
Peter looked over at Tony, it was the first thing he had said since coming into the room. “What?” 


“Please tell me our friends didn’t erase the memory of your favorite movie series.” Tony ignored 
Steve’s admonishing stare at the reference to HYDRA. “Come on, if my memory serves me 
correctly ‘Empire Strikes Back’ is your favorite.” 


Peter was still confused. “I mean, yeah, but how did you know? I didn’t-“ 


“You told me. You weren’t completely with me, but you said that you and your Uncle would 
watch it all the time. So lets watch that.” 


Peter didn’t say anything. 


“Tt is your favorite right? I mean I thought thats what you said, but maybe I’m wrong. Actually 
forget it, we can do something else I just figured you wouldn’t be sleeping tonight and-“ 


“You're right.” Peter could hear Tony become more uncertain as he spoke. Peter was just surprised 
that the man had remembered something as insignificant as his favorite movie. He hadn’t watched 
the movie since Ben had passed because he didn’t know anyone who was as enthusiastic as he was. 
May offered to watch all of them with him, but Peter knew that she would just tell him that she 
loved it because he did. 


Peter didn’t know how he would feel sharing him and his uncle’s movie with the team, but as soon 
as Tony mentioned it he couldn’t think of anything else he rather watch. He ached for the comfort 
that the familiar lines brought him. He just wanted something that felt normal. 


So they all headed down to the communal living room and Tony had FRIDAY load the movie. 
And that night as he watched Tony explain everything in detail to Steve and Bucky he realized that 
he had finally found someone who was as big a nerd as him. Sam, Nat, and Clint, who had been 
dragged out of bed but never complained, also watched with them. Bruce was off with Thor, but 
Tony promised that they would watch the rest when they got back. 


Peter watched as the heroes mocked Tony for being a nerd and teased Steve and Bucky for their 
lack of pop culture knowledge. Clint told Peter the story of how him and his brother skipped one of 
their shows at the circus to go see the movie when it first came out and how it ultimately got them 
booted from the circus. The vigilante laughed as this led to more stories of Clint traveling with 
circuses, and of course some not so kid friendly jokes from Nat. 


It felt nice to laugh again. 


The team stayed sprawled out on the couches together until the sun began to rise. Steve rose to go 
start breakfast for the crew and Peter followed him, offering to do the dishes as Steve cooked. And 
as Peter stood side-by-side with the man in the same way they did on Peter’s first day there, he 
realized that it was the first time that the tower genuinely felt like it could be home. 


Ice Like Fire 


Chapter Notes 


"Horrible things have happened to us, are still happening to us, will happen every day 
for the rest of our lives, probably. What defines us is not our ability to never let them 
break us - what defines us is not letting them own us." -Sarah Raasch, Ice Like Fire 


“If you had to fight one of the Avengers who would you pick?” 


Peter wasn’t expecting the question. It was his first session with Dr. Manos, a psychologist that 
Nat had picked out and personally vetted. Apparently she specialized in adolescents who were 
recovering from traumatic events. The diamond around her neck told Peter that it was a lucrative 
field. 


He was ready to hate her. 


“T’ve fought all of them already.” There wasn’t any humor in his voice. If this doctor was just here 
to ask about the Avengers, Peter wasn’t talking. 


She laughed. “Well your answer should be well informed then.” She kept smiling like they were 
two friends chatting over lunch. 


“Tony.” 


Peter’s answer came to him quicker than he was expecting. He almost felt bad for naming the man 
who had been housing him. Dr. Manos didn’t seem too concerned at his answer though, she was 
still smiling. 


“Any specific reason?” 


“He took a cheap shot.” He paused. He had promised Steve and Tony that he would give more 
than a one-sentence answer to her questions. “Plus, I like a challenge.” 


“What was the cheap shot?” 
“T was standing down and he took a shot at me, left a pretty nasty scar on my shoulder.” 
“What had happened before?” 


“Tony, Clint, Steve, and Tash approached me on a rooftop after I had been breaking up a sex 
trafficking ring. They came after me. Tony was firing repulsor blasts at me as Steve used his shield 
and Tash her widow bites. Clint was perched on a rooftop about a hundred yards away with his 
bow aimed at me, ready to fire as soon as the others were out of the way. I was defending myself.” 


Peter added the last part more for himself than her. He was defending himself against their attacks. 


She saw through it. 


“And what were you doing?” 
“T just told you what-“ 


“No, you didn’t.” He didn’t think that therapists were supposed to interrupt their patients. Weren’t 
they trying to get the patients to talk? “You told me how they were attacking you, and how they 
were positioned. But what did you do to them? Were you only defending? Were you also dishing 
out hits? Peter, what were your actions?” 


“T fought back.” He wasn’t sure if his timidness had to do with Dr. Manos’ calling him out or any 
guilt he still felt. 


“Did you use your powers or web shooters?” 


“Both. I used webs to incapacitate them, but I was mostly fighting in hand-to-hand using my 
strength and speed. I mean it was four against one, I had no other choice.” 


He was getting defensive and he didn’t even know why. “I’m not criticizing you, Peter. I just want 
the story, the full story.” 


“T was hitting back, hard. Sometimes I was on the defensive, blocking hits, but other times I was 
using everything I had to take them out. Not enough to do long-term damage, but just enough that I 
didn’t have to worry about them attacking me. I was always more careful with Tash since she 
doesn’t have the same abilities as Steve or the same protection as the Ironman suit. I tried to be 
careful.” 


“But you hurt her anyway, didn’t you? And thats why Tony took the shot.” 


Peter didn’t think that therapists were supposed to assume things either, but she was right. He had 
thrown Cap’s shield at Tasha and it broke her ribs which then punctured her lung. It was his fault. 


“Yeah, that was why Tony took the shot. I took out his teammate and so when I was retreating he 
hit me.” 


“Ts that all?” 


God, was this woman ever satisfied? She had somehow turned a story of Peter being shot into one 
of him actually being the bad guy. “Yeah, doc, that’s it.” 


“T don’t think it is.” 


“Then why don’t you tell me what you think, as it seems you already have your answers.” He 
didn’t want to be short with her but this all-knowing act was getting old. 


She wasn’t smiling anymore. “Peter, you aren’t a bad guy and its not your fault either.” 


“Isn’t that what you were trying to show me? That I made a bad call and I deserved the 
punishment.” 


“First of all a punishment is never about causing the other one pain, thats abuse.” God, she was all 
over the place, Peter had no idea what she was getting at. “And second, I’m trying to show you that 
there is more than one way to tell a story. How you tell a story can shift the meaning, in this case 
who was at fault, if anyone. And we each have a story about ourselves that we reveal through what 
we tell or show others and what we tell ourselves. I like to call it our personal narrative. 


Our personal narrative is not just a cumulation of the things that have happened to us or the things 
we have done. Its also how things make us feel, and the people we choose to surround ourselves 
with, and how we choose to react. Its a story that you not only get to write but one you get to 
choose how to tell, or in other words choose how you present yourself to the world.” 


“So you are here to help me write my personal narrative?” 


“No.” She smiled again, “but Ill listen and [ll help when you feel overwhelmed or you don’t 
know how to feel or react. I’m here to help you, Peter, I’m not here to tell you what to do.” 


“Are you going to tell me how to get better?” 
“You already are.” 
He scoffed, “I don’t think out chat so far has made any major difference, sorry to break it to you.” 


She didn’t seem concerned with his response and it was only adding to his frustration. “No, Peter, 
you are already getting better. By moving in with the Avengers you have decided that you are 
worthy of a family. By asking them to find me you have showed that you are ready to get better. 
And by showing up and talking to me you have continued your recovery. It’s not going to be 
immediate, and it certainly isn’t going to be easy, but with time we will get you there.” 


Time. He was always running out of time. 
Peter pushed the nightmares away. “And what if I don’t have time?” 
“What do you mean?” 


Peter didn’t know how to voice what had been eating at him. But he knew that his nightmares all 
came back to the same thing, the same feeling. He was running out of time. “I feel like I’m always 
running to get my train, but I never quite make it there.” He paused. “That probably doesn’t make 
sense. I mean I just feel like I’m in a rush, but I don’t know where I'm going or why. Does that 
make sense?” 


Dr. Manos nodded. “Yes, that is quite common with kids your age and it makes sense that with 
your background you would be feeling this way. You’ ve been living in a controlled environment 
for a while, but now with the Avengers you don’t feel as stable even though it is a much healthier 
environment. Do you feel like everything can change at any time?” 


Peter nodded. “I’m always waiting for them to get sick of me not accepting their offers to do things 
with them. I’m waiting for them to give up on me.” 


“And do you want that?” 


“No! Of course not. I just- I just can’t give them what they want.” Because they wanted him to 
open up and he couldn’t. They wanted a kid that was fun to hang out, not someone who was 
constantly looking over their shoulder and scanning for exits. 


“And what do you think that is?” 


“Time.” Time, it was always about time. He was running out of time. His thoughts were spiraling 
again. 


“Do you think that's where your concerns are coming from? Your inability to give them your time, 
or in other words your company, and so you are waiting for them to give up and move on and all of 


a sudden your time doesn’t mean anything?” 


Peter could only nod. He was somehow more confused than when he started even though what Dr. 
Manos was saying made sense. Apparently clarity and confusion could be packaged together. 


“Peter, I want to see you again this week on Friday. And in the meantime I want you to spend time 
with at least one of the Avengers one day this week. Training and meals don’t count, I want it to be 
something different. On Friday you can tell me about it.” 


Peter was fiddling with his hands. Just thinking about putting himself in that scenario made him 
nervous. Nevertheless, he agreed. 


“Peter, do you have any questions for me?” He shook his head. “Ok, then I will you see you later 
this week. I’m looking forward to it.” 


Peter mumbled his thanks as he got up to head for the door, but before he reached it he turned back 
towards Dr. Manos. “Who’s the president?” 


She masked her confusion well. “Joe Biden’. 


Peter thanked her again and left the room. He headed towards the gym where he knew Bucky 
would be, he still owed him that answer. 


“You’re sure she’s good?” 


Nat just stared at the man. This wasn’t the first time Tony had second guessed Dr. Manos as 
Peter’s therapist. He knew that he could trust Nat’s judgement, but he hesitated letting anyone 
close to them. Especially close to Peter. 


“What if she has ties to HYDRA? Or maybe she’ II reveal his identity or information about us. 
Peter has enough trust issues as is. I should go up there right? Maybe not. That may make things 
worse.” Tony was still pacing the living room as Nat just watched him. He was waiting for her to 
talk him out of it. “Nat? Aren’t you going to tell me to stop worrying? Or to stop being so 
paranoid?” 


“Would it help?” 
He stopped pacing for a second. “No, probably not.” 


Nat just nodded at his admission. She had already tried to talk him down with no luck so now she 
was just going to let him talk. Plus she knew that he would never go stop the therapy session 
without there being a solid reason. Tony respected the kid’s privacy too much to do that. 


The man finally sat down next to her and combed his hands through his hair. Nat was still 
watching him, cataloging every movement. She was a spy trained to read people and Tony wasn’t 
even bothering to put up his usual mask. “You’re better at this than I thought.” From his face, Nat 
could tell that Tony obviously had no idea what she meant. “Fatherhood.” 


Tony flinched at the word. 
“Tm not his father.” His tone left no room for arguing, but that didn’t stop the spy. 


“No, but you’re the closest thing that he has to a father. Peter’s an independent kid, I’m sure if he 


were back on the streets he would be able to survive on his own.” Tony didn’t want to think about 
the kid being back in that shitty apartment. “But that doesn’t mean he couldn’t use a family, some 
people that will look out for him. And that’s you, Tony.” 


“But you’re the one he goes to, every time he panics he asks for you. Even when he isn’t in a panic 
attack he’s seeking you out, to spar or even just to drink coffee with.” Tony wasn’t doing a good 
job of hiding his jealousy. He was glad that Peter trusted Nat, but he also wanted the boy to be 
comfortable around him. “If anyone should be parenting him it should be you.” 


“T wish that were true.” Nat consciously let her sadness show in her voice. She had only opened up 
to Bruce about not being able to have a child. There was a part of her that ached to be a mother, but 
she also knew that her lifestyle wouldn’t allow it. She had a lot of red to clear from her ledger and 
no child should have to witness that. “But it’s not. Peter probably opened up to me because I’m a 
woman and I’m smaller than the rest of you. He is always less tense around me and Cho even if he 
doesn’t recognize it.” 


“T feel like you’re just proving my point.” 


“But he’s going to get better, Tony. And he is going to need someone who can relate both to his 
past and to his future. You guys formed a bond and while it was weakened in what happened 
afterwards, its still there. You know better than anyone what he went through and one day he is 
going to want to talk about it. But Peter is also going to want to move forward in his life and it 
looks like that is going to involve his alter ego and science. Two things you know a bit about.” 


Nat could see that he was still uncertain, but that he was listening. She didn’t know how else she 
could explain to the man the connection she saw between him and the boy. Between the sarcastic 
quips, their love for all things science and engineering, and their shared trauma, her two boys were 
already a lot closer than either was willing to admit. 


Now the two idiots just had to realize it. 


Tony and Steve could see small shifts in the kid’s behavior. He had been seeing Dr. Manos twice a 
week for almost a month now. Of course his recovery wasn’t quick, but the boy was doing his best 
to reach out to them more. 


The day after his first session was the first time that Peter hung out with them after dinner. Steve 
taught them a new card game that him and Bucky used to play as a documentary played in the 
background. By the third round, Steve had secured his place in last as the two geniuses fought for 
first. 


Peter didn’t stick around every night, but he was leaving his room more frequently. The two 
Avengers did their best to not seemed phased by the changes but as they were cuddled up in bed 
they would excitedly talk about Peter’s improvements. How he was coming to them more and 
seemed to actually be enjoying his time with them too. 


Peter was still having nightmares, albeit less frequently. He still refused to let FRIDAY alert the 
team when he awoke, but he was starting to bring them up in therapy. 


Dr. Manos wasn’t as bad as he first thought, he just had to get used to her direct nature. She was a 
no-bullshit type of person. 


While they were all doing their best to be more comfortable around each other, it was still awkward 


at times. Everyone had apologized to Peter for their actions, but he still flinched when one of them 
moved to close or came up behind him. 


Dr. Manos had asked Peter to reach out to Tony before their next session and tell the man 
something personal. That was four sessions ago and Peter hadn’t done it. He promised himself that 
he would do it today. He didn’t want to disappoint Dr. Manos again. 


Tony was down in his workshop. He usually headed down right after breakfast and didn’t come up 
until mid-afternoon. Peter knew that he had access to the workshop, but he hadn’t been down there 
yet. 


Peter told Steve that he was going to go check on Tony and headed to the elevator. He asked 
FRIDAY to bring him to the workshop and to not notify Tony, if possible. 


Peter was nervous. 


He could see Tony through the glass doors bent over Cap’s shield. He remembered Steve saying 
something about the leather attachments being worn. He tapped a few times on the glass, but the 
man didn’t turn around. 


He went ahead and opened the door and right away he heard rock music blasting overhead. Peter 
didn’t know how the man got anything done with the music that loud. He covered his ears as his 
enhancements made the sound unbearable. FRIDAY immediately turned the music off. 


“Hey FRI, where’d my music go?” 


Before she could respond Peter cut in. “Uh-hi.” Tony was startled as he turned to face the boy. His 
left hand instinctively covered his arc reactor. 


“Jesus, kid. You can’t sneak up on a man with a heart condition.” Tony tried to keep his voice 
light, but he still had dreams of HYDRA taking him from his lab. 


“Sorry! Oh god, do you need me to call Dr. Cho? Here sit down.” Peter pushed the office chair 
closer to the man, but Tony waved him off. 


“T’m kidding, you just surprised me kid. What brings you down here?” 


Peter froze, he didn’t know what to say. He wanted to thank the man for everything, to apologize 
for his withdrawn attitude in HYDRA and his cynicism afterwards, and maybe even to bring up the 
rooftop incident. He had all these things swirling around his brain, but he couldn’t think of 
anything to say. 


In a panic he asked, “need any help?” 


Tony launched into an explanation of the technology that he was using to fix Steve’s shield. Then 
Tony’s ADHD brain took Peter on a tangent about the hologram table, which eventually led to a 
story of how he had created the first Ironman suit. Peter was fully immersed in the man’s world. 


Peter was fascinated to see everything Tony had designed and built from scratch. He even 
remembered the man talking about some of the same projects back at HYDRA, but at the time he 
never thought that he would ever see them. 


He followed Tony around the workshop, listening to the man ramble on and even asking him some 
questions. Pretty soon the two of them were bent over an old model of Bucky’s arm as Tony went 
through the wiring process. Peter wasn't flinching at the close contact, even letting his arm brush 


up against the man. And if he leaned into the man a little as the two shared the small bench, Tony 
didn't mention it. 


Peter hadn’t even noticed Steve enter the workshop, notifying them that food was ready. 


The three of them headed upstairs as the two geniuses continued to run ideas by each other of 
possible improvements. 


It wasn’t until later that night that Peter realized that he had never completed Dr. Manos’ task. But 
thinking back on how much he enjoyed his time with Tony, he thought that she would forgive him. 


The Hero of Ages 


Chapter Notes 


"That's what trust is. It's about giving someone else power over you. Power to hurt 
you." -Brandon Sanderson, The Hero of Ages 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


One Year Later 


“If you keep this up you’ll be even more of a coffee addict than you’ re father.” 


Peter tipped his mug back, finishing his third cup of the morning. He had been spending most of 
his mornings on Nat’s floor. The spy was still training him in combat and afterwards she would 
force him to sit as she piled food on his plate. She would also watch as he downed several cups of 
coffee, powerless to stop the teen. 


Peter grabbed his fork and shoved another big bite of eggs into his mouth. “Tony's fault.” 


Nat grimaced at the kid’s full mouth. “Swallow first, nayx.” He signed ‘sorry’ before shoving 
another forkful in his mouth. 


Nat noticed that he no longer corrected her when she called Tony his father. The boy still refused to 
call Tony or Steve anything other than their first names, but he was warming up to the idea. 


Peter had been living with them for over a year now and they had worked through a lot of their 
issues. It took them a while to get past the rooftop incident, but as Peter grew more comfortable 
with them he was able to open up with them about how he felt. He explained that he still struggled 
to trust them, or anyone really, after everything HYDRA had done to him and after the Avengers 
had hunted them. 


He hadn’t told them everything that had happened at HYDRA, but Nat suspected that Tony knew 
more than he was willing to share. Nat had seen the scars on Peter’s back and down his torso so she 
had a good idea about what had happened there. But she was the first to admit that scars never told 
the whole story. She had a jagged one over her ribs from Cap’s shield that was the accumulation of 
months of bad decisions on her part. 


Nat could see Peter’s two brands poking out from his long sleeve. She stared at the ‘Spider’ one 
and remembered how the boy had flinched when she had first called him spider during their 
training. At that point she wasn’t aware of the scars that covered the boy’s body as he still hid 
himself beneath heavy sweatshirts and long pants. 


It took him months to be comfortable with wearing short sleeves around them. He still didn’t wear 
them outside of the tower. He must have seen her staring because he pulled the sleeves down to his 
wrists. 


“Are you coming later?” 


There was innocence in his eyes, something she never expected to see. “I think this is something 
you three need to do on your own.” She could see his disappointment. “But Pll stop by tomorrow, 
I've got to make sure there aren’t any gaps in campus’ security.” 


“Like you haven’t already.” She smiled, he wasn’t wrong. 
She took her time clearing his plate. She didn’t want to see him go. 
“Sorry to eat and run, but I got some last minute packing.” 


Peter stood up and placed a kiss on Nat’s forehead. “Thanks for everything, Tash.” She pulled him 
into a hug. “Ill see you soon, okay? I’m not going very far.” 


She held on for another second before letting go. “As if I would let you. Stay out of trouble or I'll 
pull my widow bites on you.” 


Peter laughed before giving her one last kiss goodbye. He headed towards the elevators and asked 
FRIDAY to bring him up to his floor. He swallowed past the lump in his throat. Another goodbye 
down. 


When the doors opened, Peter could hear Tony yelling in the kitchen. He walked around the corner 
to see Tony throwing even more food into his overfilled grocery bags. “Do you know how shitty 
dining hall coffee is? Our son needs quality caffeine to get through those boring intro classes.” 


“Peter will be just fine with dining hall coffee. If its that bad maybe it will cure the addiction you 
gave him.” 


“Lies and slander.” 


Steve noticed Peter first. The blonde was holding the two bags of coffee grounds that Tony had 
been trying to stuff into the bag. Peter appreciated Tony’s effort, but he didn’t think the dining hall 
would let him put his own grounds in their machines. He would just have to find a good local 
coffee shop to study at. 


“Hey, you almost ready?” 
“Yup, just have to grab a few last minute things and then I’Il be ready to go.” 


“Our little boy, headed off to college.” Tony wiped his fake tears. “I remember the day we brought 
him home. Don’t you Cap?” 


Steve didn’t want to think about that day. That was the day Queens exploded and they discovered 
they had unknowingly been hurting their kid. 


“Pete go grab your things and I'll bring these bags down to the car. Tony, please don’t add more 
food when I’m not here to stop you.” 


“You know I can’t promise that.” Steve ignored his boyfriend’s cocky grin as he headed to the car. 


Thirty minutes later the three men were piled into their SUV headed towards Columbia. Peter had 
gotten his GED and he used his published research on nanobot technology to sway Columbia into 
letting him in. He then convinced Steve and Tony to let him stay on campus so that he could get a 
normal college experience. Tony told him that HYDRA cells were the only thing that made college 


dorms look good. 


The two Avengers had disguises on to keep anyone in Peter’s hall from recognizing them. Tony 
had even given in to Peter’s request to rent a less flashy vehicle for move-in day. 


With both Steve and Peter using some of their super strength, it didn’t take them long to unload 
Peter’s stuff. When he noticed the Spiderman stuffed toy he had pretended to be annoyed with 
Tony, but deep down he was thankful for the reminder of his alter ego in this unfamiliar setting. 


The whole time he was moving his stuff in, Peter put off thinking about saying goodbye. He knew 
that he wasn’t going to be far from his family, but he still couldn’t get rid of the dread that filled 
him. 


Dr. Manos told him that homesickness was to be expected, but he didn’t think that it would set in 
this early. 


“Well it looks like that is the end of it. Do you want us to go grab anything or maybe get some 
food?” Both men turned to Peter, waiting for an answer. 


The lump in his throat had grown and he couldn’t get an answer out. Before he knew it he had tears 
streaming down his face and four arms wrapped around him. 


“Tt’s okay, Petey, we’re right here.” It took Peter months to be able to cry after HYDRA. They had 
broken him so much that he couldn’t even express his sadness in the most basic way. So as he cried 
in his fathers' arms he was grateful for the tears because it showed how far he had come. 


“Do you want us to stay here longer? We could order food in and sprawl out on the ground.” 
“Or we could pack everything up and go back to the tower and pretend this never happened.” 
“Tony!” 


Peter’s laugh was wet with tears. “No- no, that’s okay. I think it’s just hitting me that I’m starting 
all over again.” His voice was filled with fear and sadness. 


“You aren’t starting all over again, you’re just doing something new. You still have the Avengers, 
and Spiderman, and you’ll always have us. If you need us you will just have to call and [ll be over 
here in the Ironman suit before you know it.” 


Peter laughed again. “I know, I guess it’s just a lot to take in." He paused to take a deep breath in. 
"Thank you. Both of you, thank you. I don’t know where I would be if you guys didn’t kidnap me 
and lock me in your tower.” 


“Anytime, Petey. Now what do we want to eat?” 
“Actually, I think ’m going to eat at the dinning hall. I need to judge their coffee for myself.” 


He could see the worry in his fathers’ faces, but he knew that he needed to take the first step. If he 
let them stay too long he may change his mind and head back to the tower. The first step was 
letting them go and doing something on his own. Plus, he only had to make it twenty-four hours 
before he got a visit from Tash. He could do that. 


Steve pulled him into another hug and kissed the top of his head. He whispered, “I’m proud of you, 
kid.” Steve took a step back so Tony could pull him into a hug as well. 


He tried to whisper, “the coffee’s in the red bag”. But Steve didn’t need his enhanced hearing to 
overhear him. He gave his boyfriend a disappointed look. 


“Alright, well we'll see you on Friday for team dinner. Try not to fail out by then.” Tony gave one 
last ditch effort to lighten the mood before they had to leave their son behind. 


“Bye, I love you guys.” 


The two men gave their kid one last smile before leaving his dorm and shutting the door behind 
them. 


Peter let the breath he had been holding out. He could do this. 


He changed out of his sweaty clothes and splashed some water on his face before heading to grab 
food. The dinning hall was huge, every dish he could imagine was laid out. He headed for the 
coffee. 


“Coffees shit.” 

Peter looked up to see a girl with wild curls in front of him. “Excuse me?” 
“The coffee. It tastes like shit.” 

“Oh, well thanks I guess. I’m still gonna try it though, caffeine is caffeine.” 


The corner of her mouth tweaked up. “Classes haven’t even started and you’ re already that 
desperate?” 


“Always.” He paused, he didn’t know what to say next. He hadn’t socialized outside of the 
Avengers in years. “I’m Peter, uh Peter Parker.” 


The girl smiled. 


“Nice to meet you Peter, I’m MJ.” 


Chapter End Notes 


Thank you to all who have read this fic to the end. I have been reading other writers’ 
works for years but I never felt like I had a story of my own to write so I kept waiting 
for inspiration. When I started this story I had no plan of where to go with it or how 
long it would be. Every chapter was completely unplanned and it made it exciting, 
rather than daunting (usually). So if any of you are reading this and are waiting for a 
sign to start writing, this is it. Jump into writing even if you don’t know where to go 
with it, or even if you don’t think people will read it. Because all it has to do is impact 
one person for it to be worth it, even if that person is yourself. 
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